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sensibly : and I have only to regret, that the 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 



It may be necessary to mention^ that in ar- 
ranging the Odes^ the Translator has adopted 
the order of the Vatican MS. For those who 
wish to refer to the original^ he has prefixed 
an IndeXy which marks the number of each 
Ode in Barnes and the other editions. 
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AN ODE 

BY THE TRANSLATOR. 



£111 poBiyoii TOirtjffi, 
Ti;roc WOT 6 /AeXtrrj^ 
'iXapot yekov ckhto, 
MeOvav re Kai Xvpt^uv' 
\fi<^i avrov 01 S* eptareg 
AraXoi avvt^opevtrav' 
*0 /BcXt/ Ta rrji ILvBtiprig 
F/iroiH, ^v^rj^ 0£^«c' 
O ^e Xfvica Top<j>vpoi<n 
ILpiva trvv poSoioi vXe^as, 
Ei^cXec vei^ay yspovra* 
*H ^t Bsaav avaooa, 
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XIV AN ODE 




lOrnH VOT* cf OXvfiirt, 
^ffopuff* ALvaKpeoyra, 
^(Toputra rug eptaTa^f 
*XvofiH^iaotrag eive' 
Zo^e, S* tag AvaKpeovTa 
Toy (TOf^taTaTOv airayTuv, 
ILaXefiffiv 01 <T0<l>irai9 
T«, ysptav, Tsov piov fXBV 
Tofc BpatTi, ru A.vaiQj, 
K' 8fc e/LLOi Kpareiv e^uKag ; 
Tt (^iKtifxa Trig ILvdrfprig, 
Tt kvtbXXu r« Avaia, 
Aiei y* erpv<j>Tj(Tag a^av, 
OvK Sfiag vofiHg ^iSatrKtay, 
OvK Efiov Xa^6)v atoTov ; 
'O ^£ Tiyibc fiBki^rjg 
MrfTC ^vffj^epaiyff (jirjfri, 
'Ore, 6fO, <ru y' ayev fisv. 



BY THE TRANSLATOR. 



XV 



'O (ro^oraTOQ atravrav 
Tlapa ray oo^nv KoKufiai' 
^iKtUf TiOf Xvpi^ta, 
Mera ruy koXuv yvvaiKuV 
A<j>e\ac ^e reprva vaiCa, 
lie \vpri yap, efiov tjrop 
AvavyiBi fioyttc epurag' 
'11^£ /3ior8 yaXrjytiy 
^ikeuv fiaXi^a irayray, 
Ov ffoi^ot fisXa^Oi Bifii ; 
Tec ffOi^aTepos fiey e?f ; 
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REMARKS 



ON 



ANACREON. 



JLhere is very little known with certainty of 
the life of Anacreon. Chamaeleon Heracleo- 
tes*; who wrote upon the subject^ has been 
lost in the general wreck of ancient literature. 
The editors of the poet have collected the few 
trifling anecdotes^ which are scattered through 
the extant authors of antiquity^ and supplying 
the deficiency of materials by fictions of their 
own imagination, they have arranged, what 
they call, a life of Anacreon. These specious 
fabrications are intended to indulge that inte- 
rest which we naturally feel in the biography 

* He U qaoted by Athemeos w r« vipt m Afctxptwrot. 
VOL. I. B 
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XVIU REMARKS ON ANACREON. 

of illustrious men ; but it is rather a dangerous 
kind of illusion^ as it confounds the limits of 
history and romance''^, and is too often sup- 
ported by unfaithful citation f. 

Our poet was bom in the city of T6os, in 
the delicious region of Ionia, where every 
thing respired voluptuousness j:. The time of 

* The History of Anacreon, by Monsienr Ga^on (le 
poete sans fard) is professedly a romance ; nor does Ma- 
demoiselle Scuderi from whom he borrowed the idea, 
pretend to historical veracity in her account of Anacreon 
and Sappho. These, then, are allowable. Bat how can 
Barnes be forgiven, who, with all the confidence of a 
biographer, traces every wandering of the poet, and set- 
tles him in his old age at a country villa near T6os? 

t The learned Monsienr Bayle has detected some infi- 
delities of quotation in Le Fevre. See Dictionnaire 
Historiqne, &c. Madame Dacier is not more accurate 
than her father : they have almost made Anacreon prime 
minister to the monarch of Samos. 

t The Asiatics were as remarkable for genius as for 
luxury. '^Ingenia Asiatica inclyta per gentes fec^re 
Poetse, Anacreon, inde Mimnermus et Antimachus, &c." 
Solinos. 



REMARKS ON ANACREON. XIX 

is birth appears to have been in the sixth 
century before Christ*, and he flourished at 
that remarkable period, when, under the 
polished tyrants Hipparchud and Polycrates, 
Athens and Samos wiere the rival asylums of 
genius. ' The name of his father is doubtful, 
and dierefore cannot be very interesting. His 
family was perhaps illustrious ; but those who 
discover in Plato that he was a descendant of 
the monarch Codrus, exhibit, as usual, more 
zeal than accuracyf. 

« 

* I have DOt attempted to define the particolar Olym- 
piad, bnt have adopted the idea of Bayle, who says, 
" Je ii*ai point marqii^ d'Olympiade ; car poor un homme 
qui a vecn 85 ans, il me semble que I'on ne doit point 
s*enfermer dans des bornes si ^troites." 

t This mistake is founded on a false interpretation of 
a very obvious passage in Plato's Dialogue on Tempe- 
rance ; it originated with Madame Dacier, and has been 
received implicitly by many. Gail, a late editor of 
Anacredn, seems to claim to himself the merit of detect- 
ing this error ; bnt Bayle had observed it before him. 

b2 
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XX BEMARKS ON ANACREON. 



The disposition and talents of Anacreon 
recommended him to the monarch of Samos, 
and he was formed to be the friend of such a 
prince as Polycrates. Susceptible only to the 
pleasures, he felt not the corruptions of the 
court; and while Pythagoras fled from the 
tyrant, Anacreon was celebrating his praises 
on the lyre. We are told too by Maximus 
Tyrius, that by the influence of his amatory 
songs he softened the mind of Polycrates 
into a spirit of benevolence towards his sub- 
jects*. 

The amours of the poet, and the rivalship 
of the tyrantf, I shall pass over in silence ; 

* Af tiufitn Stffbieif Ilokuitfamv %f»4fmn, Maxim. Tyr. $ 21. 
Maximus Tyrius mentions this among other instances of 
the influence of poetry. If Gail had read Maximus 
Tyrius, how could he ridicule this idea in Moutonnet, as 
unauthenticated? 

t In the romance of Clelia, the anecdote to which I 
allude is told of a yoang girl, with whom Anacreon fell 
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and there are few^ I presume^ who will regret 
the omission of most of those anecdotes, which 
die industry of some editors has not only pro- 
mulged, but discussed. Whatever is repug- 
nant to modesty and virtue is considered in 
ethical science, by a supposition very favourable 
to humanity, as impossible ; and this amiable 
persuasion should be much more strongly en- 
tertained, where the transgression wars with 
nature as well as virtue. But why are we not 
allowed to indulge in the presumption ? Why 
are we officiously reminded that there have 
been such instances of depravity ? 

Hipparchus, who now maintained at Athens 
the power which his father Pisistratus had 
usurped, was one of those elegant princes who 



in love wbile she personated the god Apollo- in a mask. 
Bot here Mademoiselle Scadeii consulted natnre more 
than tmtfa. 
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have polished the fetters of their subjects. 
He was the firsts according to Plato, who 
edited the poems of Homer, and commanded 
them to be sung by .the rhapsodists at the 
celebration of the Panathenaea. As his court 
was the galaxy of genius, Anacreon should not 
be absent. Hipparchus sent a barge for him ; 
the poet embraced the invitation, and the muses 
and the loves were wafted with him to Athens'*^. 
The manner of Anacreon's death was sin- 
gular. We are told that in the eighty-fifth 
year of his age he was choked by a grape- 
stone t; and however we may smil^ at their 



* There is a very interesting French poem founded 
npon this anecdote, imputed to Desy vetaux, and called 
** Anacreon Citoyen." 

t Fabricins appears not to trust very implicitly in this 
story. ^* Uvte passae acino tandem suffocatus, si credi- 
mus Suidae in onfwns; alii enim hoc mortis genere pe- 
riisse tradunt Sophociem." Fabricii Bibliothec. Graec. 
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S^BBBB^lHBBiBBBaBSBHBBHBBiHiBHHHBHIHBHB 

enthusiastic partiality^ who pretend that it was 
a peculiar indulgence of Heaven which stole 
him from the world by this easy and charac- 
teristic death, we cannot help admiring that 
his fate should be so emblematic of his dis- 
position, Caelius Calcagninus alludes to this 
catastrophe in the following epitaph on our 
poet: 

* Then, hallow'd sage, those lips which pour'd 

along 
The sweetest lapses of the cygnet's song, 

lib. ii. cap. 15. It most be confessed that Lacian, who 
tells OS that Sophocles vras choked by a grape-stone, in 
the Yery same treatise mentions the longefity of Ana- 
creon, and yet is silent on the manner of his death. 
Conld he have been ignorant of such a remarkable coin- 
cidence, or, knowing, could he have neglected to remark 
it? See Regnier's introduction to his Anacreon. 

* At te, sancte senex, acinus sub tartara misit ; 
CygneoB clansit qui tibi vocis iter. 
Vos, hederKy tnmulum, tumulnm vos cingite lauri 
Hoc rosa perpetuo vernet odora loco ; 
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asaBaBBEBBBBBSSSSSBBaBSSSBBSaSBBB^^ 

A gmpe has clos'd for ever I 
Here let the ivy kiss the poet's tomb. 
Here let the rose he lov'd with laurels blooniy 

In bands that ne'er shall sever ! 

But far be thou, oh ! far, unholy vine^ 

fiy whom the favourite minstrel of the Nine 

Expired his rosy breath ; 
Thy God himself now blushes to confess^ 
Unholy vine ! he feels he loves thee less. 

Since poor Anacreon's death ! 

There can scarcely be imagined a more de*- 
lightful theme for the warmest speculations of 
fancy to wanton upon, than the idea of an 
intercourse between Anacreon and Sappho. 

At vitis procnl hioci procol hinc odiosa facessat, 

Qoae cansam dirae protolit, uva, necis, 
Creditor ipse minns fitem jam Bacchiu amare. 
In vatem tantnm qnae fbit ansa neias. 
Caelint Calcagninos has translated or imitated the epi. 
grams m my Mv^o; ^wy which are given nnder the name 
of Anacreon. 
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I could y^isb to believe that they were contem- 
porary: any thought of an interchange between 
hearts so congenial in warmth of passion and 
delicacy of genius, gives such play to the 
imi^ination, that the mind loves to indulge in 
it; but the vision dissolves before historical 
truth ; and Chamseleon and Hermesianax, who 
are the source of the supposition, are consi- 
dered as having merely indulged in a poetical 
anachronism ''^. 

To infer the moral dispositions of a poet 

* Barnes is convinced of the synchronism of Anacreon 
and Sappho ; bnt very gratoitoosly. In citing; his aatho- 
rities, it is strange tliat he neglected the line which Fol- 
Yios Ursinus has qooted, as of Anacreon, among the tes- 
timonies to Sappho : 

KtfM XftCmr uatifc^ ^atf^m wtifinn DvfuyM. 
Fabrieins thinks that they might have been cotemporary, 
but considers their amonr as a tale of imagination. Vos- 
sins rejects the idea entirely: as also Olans Borri* 
chins, Sic* Ste. 
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from the tone of sentiment which pervades 
works^ is sometimes a very fallacious analo 
but the soul of Anacreon speaks so unequi 
cally through his odes, that we may con 
them as the faithful mirrors of his heai 

* An Italian poet, in some verses on Belleaa's ti 
lation of Anacreon, pretends to imagine that oor ' 
did not feel as he i/?rote. 

Lyaeam, Venerem, Capidinemqae 
Senex lusit Anacreon poeta. 
Sed quo tempore nee capaciores 
Rogabat cyathos, nee inqnietis 
Urebatar amoribus, sed ipsis 
Tantnm versibus et jocis amabat, 
Nullnm pne se habitum gereus amantis. 

To Love and Bacchus ever yoong. 

While sage Anacreon tonch'd the lyre, 
He neither felt the loves he sung, 

Nor fill'd his bowl to Bacchus higher. 
Those flowery days had faded long, 

When youth could act the lover's part ; 
And passion trembled in his song, 

But never, never, reached his heart. 
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We find him there the elegant voluptuary, dif- 
fusing the seductive charm of sentiment over 
passions and propensities at which rigid mora- 
lity must frown. His heart, devoted to iodo* 
lence, seems to think that there is wealth 
enough in happiness, but seldom happiness 
enough in virealth ; and the cheerfulness with 
which he brightens his old age is interesting 
and endearing : like his own rose, he is fragrant 
even in decay. But the most peculiar fea- 
ture of his mind is that love of simplicity, 
which he attributes to himself so very feelingly, 
and which breathes characteristically through 
all that he has sung. In truth, if we omit 
these vices in our estimate which ethnic reli- 
gion not only connived at, but consecrated, 
we shall say that the disposition of our poet 
was amiable ; his morality was relaxed, but 
not abandoned; and Virtue, with her zone 
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XXVUi REMARKS ON ANACREON. 

loosened^ may be an emblem of the character 
of Anacreon*. 

Of his person and physiognomy time has 
preserved such uncertain memorials^ that per- 
haps it were better to leave the pencil to fancy ; 
and few can read the Odes of Anacreon with- 
out imagining the form of the animated old 
bard^ crowned with roses^ and singing to the 

* Anacreon*s character has been varioosly coloured. 
Barnes lingers on it with enthusiastic admiration, but he 
is always extravagant^ if not sometimes even profane. 
Monsieur Baillet, who is in the opposite extreme, exag- 
gerates too much the testimonies which he has consulted ; 
and we cannot surely agree with him when he cites such 
a compiler as Athenaeus, as ''un des plus savans cri- 
tiques de Tantiquit^." Jugement des S^avans, M.CV» 

Barnes could not have read the passage to which he 
refers, when he accuses Le Fevre of having censured our 
poet's character in a note on Longinus; the note in 
question is manifest irony, in allusion to some reprehen- 
sion which Le Fevre had suffered for his Anacreon ; and 
it is evident that praise rather than censure is intimated. 
See Johannes Volpius de Utilitate Poetices, who vindi- 
cates our poet's reputation. 
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lyre ; but the head prefixed to this work* has 
been considered so authentic^ that we scarcely 
could be justified in the omission of it ; and 
some have thought that it is by no means 
deficient in that benevolent suavity of expres- 
sion which should characterize the countenance 
of such a poet. 



* It is taken from the Bibliotheca of Fnlfios Ursinns. 
Bellorias has copied the same head into his Imagines. 
Joliannes Faber, in bis description of the coin of Ursi* 
noSy mentions another head on a very beantifal cornelian, 
which he supposes was worn in a ring by some admirer 
of the poet« In the Iconographia of Canini there is a 
yoothful head of Anacreon from a Grecian medal, with 
the letters T£U>£ around it ; on the reverse there is a 
{i^eptone, holding a spear in his right hand, and a dolphin 
in the left, with the word TIANilN, inscribed, « vole»- 
doci denotare (says Canini) che quelle cittadini la'coni- 
assero in honore del suo compatriota poeta." There is 
also among the coins of De Wilde one, which, though it 
bears no effigy, was probably struck to the memory of 
Anacreoo.^ It has the word THIAN, encircled with an 
ivy crown. *^ At qnidni respicit haec corona Anacreon- 
tem^ Dobilem lyricom?'* De Wilde* 
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After the very enthusiastic ieulogiums be* 
stowed by the ancients and modems upon the 

poems of Anacreon'*', we need not be diffi-* 
dentin expressing our raptures at their beauty, 

nor hesitate to pronounce them> the most 

polished remains of antiquity^. They are all 

* Besides those which are extant, he wrote hymnsi 
elegies, epigrams, &c. Some of the epigrams still exist. 
Horace alludes to a poem of hifi upon .the rivalry of 
Circe and Penelope in the affections of Ulysses, lib. i. 
od. 17« The scholiast upon Nicander cites a fragment 
from a poem upon Sleep by Anacreon, and attributes to 
him likewise a medicinal treatise. Fulgentius mentions 
a work of his upon the war between Jupiter and the 
Titans, and the origin of the consecration of the eagle* 

t See Horace, MaximusTyrins,&c. '< His style (sttys 
Scaliger) is sweeter than the Juice of the Indian reed." 
Poetlces, lib. i. cap. 44. ** From the softness of bis 
verses (says Olaos Borrichius) the ancients bestowed on 
him the epithets sweet, delicate, graceful, &c.'* Dissert 
tationes Academicae, de Poetis, diss. 2. Scaliger again 
praises him in a pun ; speaking of the /buxor, or ode, 
*^ Anacreon autcm non solum dedit haec fbeXn sed etiam 
in ipsis mella.'*^ See the passage of Raptn, quoted by all 
the editors. I cannot omit citing the following very 
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beauty, all enchantment''^. He steals ua so 
insensibly along with him, that we sympathize 
even in his excesses. In his amatory odes 
diere is a delicacy of compliment not to be 
found in any other ancient poet. Love at 
that period was rather an unrefined emotion ; 
and the intercourse of the sexes was animated 

spirited apostrophe of the author of the Commentary 
pnefized to the Parma edition : ** O yos sublimes animse, 
vos Apollinis alumni, qui post uoum Alcmanem in ioik 
Hellade lyricam poesim exsnscitastis, coluistis, amplifi- 
eastiSy qoseso vos an ullns nnqnam fuerit vates qui Teio 
cantori vel naturae candore vel metri suavitatc palmam 
praeripnerit.'' See likewise Vincenzo Gravini della Rag. 
Poetic. Ubro primo, p. 9f, Among the Ritratti del Ca- 
valier Marino, there is one of Anacreon beginning Cin- 
getemi la fronte, &c, &c. 

♦ ** We may perceive," says Vossius, *' that the itera- 
tion of his words conduces very much to the sweetness 
of his style.'* Henry Stephen remarks the same beauty 
in a note on the forty-fourth ode. This figure of itera- 
tion is his most appropriate grace. The modern writers 
of Jovenilia and Basia have adopted it to an excess 
whiich destroys the effect. 



/ 
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more by passion than by sentiment. They knew 
not those little tendernesses which form the 
spiritual part of affection; their expression 
of feeling was therefore rude and unvaried, 
and the poetry of love deprived it of its most 
captivating graces. Anacreon, however, at- 
tained some ideas of this gallantry; and the 
same delicacy of mind which led him to this 
refinement, prevented him from yielding to 
the freedom of language, which has sullied 
the pages of all the other poets. His de- 
scriptions are warm; but the warmth is in 
the ideas, not the words. He is sportive 
without being wanton, and ardent without 
being licentious. His poetic invention is 
most brilliantly displayed in those allegorical 
fictions which so many have endeavoured 
to imitate, because all have confessed them 
to be inimitable. Simplicity is the distin- 
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guishiog feature of these odes^ and they inte- 
rest by their innocence, while they fascinate 
by their beauty ; they are, indeed, the infants 
of the Muses, and may be said to lisp in 
numbers. 

I shall not be accused of enthusiastic par- 
tiality by those who have read and felt the 
original; but to others I am conscious that 
this should not be the language of a trans- 
lator, whose faint reflection of these beauties 
can but little justify his admiration of them. 

In the age of Anacreon music and poetry 
were inseparable. These kindred talents were 
for a long time associated, and the poet always 
sung his own compositions to the lyre. It 
is probable that they were not set to any 
regular air, but rather a kind of musical re- 
citation, which was varied according to the 

YOL. I. c 
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fancy Rod feielkigs of the tnomeiit''^. Th 
iMeMld 6f AMcreon wtre sung at biillqiiitts * 
iMe tA dfe time of A«lus Gellhn, who teib « 
that he heaiHi one of the odes perf<(Mlned at a 
birth-day entertainmentt. 

The siiigular beanty of oor poet's ^tyle, 
and perhaps the careless fecility Hv'nh yvbich 



* la tile PuriB editioB there are fomr of the ^giotl 
odes set to music, by citizens Le Saeur, Gossec, Mehol, 
fiAd€heriib1ni— << On <;hante dd Latin, et delltalien/ 
says Gail, '^ qnelqwefois bb^dm slun les entendre; qui 
emp^che que nous ne chantions des odes Gtecques?*' 
Hie Viliromatic 'leatnini^ of these composen is Terjr on- 
like wiiat yfe are told of the simple melody of the an- 
cients ; and they have all mistaken the accentuation of 
fbe words. 

t The Parma commentator is rather careless in refer- 
fvAg tb 'thh passUge of Atiius Gdlins (Hb. i^. ^p. 9). 
The bde was not snag by the rhetorician Julianas, as he 
says, hot by the minstrels of both sexeSy who were intro- 
dtf^ed^t itt« eiHe^tlrfnttieiit. 
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he appears to hmve trifled, have induced, aa 1 
lemarked) a Bttmber of imitetioDs. Sone 
kiire tiicceeded with wonderful felicity^ m 
naj be diaeenied in the few odes which 
are att ribute d to writers of 4i later period. 
Bat none of his emulators have been so 
dangerona to his Anne as those Greek eccLe- 
siaslics of Ae earlj ages, wlio, jconscious of 
inferiority to their prototypes, detenained on 
removing the poaiihiiity of comparison, and, 
under a semblance of mond zeal, destroyed 
fbe siost 'exifuisite tneaaunes of antiquity*. 
Sappho and Aknis were among the victims 
of this violation ; and the sweetest flowers 
of Grecian literature fell beneath the rude 



* See what Colomesios, in his *'' Lilerary Treasures," 
has quoted from A(&oy!ABid8de.£xUi9; liftmay be foaud in 
Bautec. Coloinfiiiii^, after citing the passage, adds, 
'< H«c anro contra cara non potui oon ts^ooere." 

c 2 
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haod of ecclesiastical presumption. It is 
true they pretended that*- this sacrifice of 
genius was canonized by the interests ot reli- 
gion; but I have already assigned the most 
probable motive * ; and if Gregorius Nazian- 
zenus had not written Anacreontics, we might 
now perhaps have the works of the Teian 
unmutilated, and be empowered to say exult- 
ingly with Horace, 

Nee si quid olim lusit Anacreon 

Delevit aetas. 
The zeal by which these bishops professed 
to be actuated, gave birth more innocently, 

* We may perceive by the beginning of the first hymn 
of Bishop Synesins, that he made Anacreon and Sappho 
his models of composition. 

A 71 fMi Juftia poffM«if^ 

Mrrtf Ttiibcy «oi$«y, 

Mtr« AwQtaf n f»oXr«r. 
Margnnins and Damasceuas were likewise authors of 
pious Anacreontics. 
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indeed, to an absurd species of parody, as 
repugnant to piety as it is to taste, where the 
poet of voluptuousness was made a preacher 
of the gospel, and his muse, like the Venus 
in armour at Lacedaemon, was arrayed in ail 
the severities of priestly instruction. Such 
was the *^ Anacreon Recantatus/' by Carolus 
de Aquino, a Jesuit, published 1701, which 
consisted of a series of palinodes to the seve- 
ral songs of our poet. Such too was the 
Christian Anacreon of Patrignanus, another 
Jesuit*, who preposterously transferred to a 
most sacred subject all that Anacreon had 
sung to festivity. 



* Tiiis, perhaps, is the '* Jesuita qaidam Oraecnlus" 
alluded to by Barnes, who has himself composed an 
Atmtfim Xfi^ionf, as absnrd as the rest, bat somewhat 
more skiitQily execnted. 
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His metre has been very frequently adopted 
by the modem Latin poets. Scaiiger, Taub- 
mamiufly Barthius*, and odiers^ have evinced, 
that it is by no means uncongenial with that 
language t« The Anacreontics of Scaiiger, 
however, scarcely deserve the name ; they are 
glittering with conceits, and, though often 

* I hate seen somewhere an account of the MSS. of 
BarthinSy written jost after his death, which mentions 
many more Anacreontics of his than I believe have ever 
been published. 

t Thus too Atbertas, a Danish poet : 

Fidii tni minister 

Gaudebo semper esse 

Ckuidebo semper illi 

Litare thure mnlso; 

Gandebo semper ilium 

Landare pumilillis 

Anacreonticillis. 
See the Danish Poets collected by Rostgaard. 
Tbeae pretty littlenesses defy translation. There is a 
very bcantifiil Anacreontic by Hugo Grotiit. 8ee Lib. t. 
Farraginis. 
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^l^iltt ftro alwstys bd>oure4* The beautiful 
fit^tlQDs of Angonanus *, buve precorved more 
liappUy tbmi anji tb^ delicate turn of tbcMo 
^Ilegofical fables^ vrhicb> frequently passing 
through tha Biec|iuii)s of version and imita- 
tion, bave generally lost their finest rays in 
the transuussion. M^ny of the Italian poets 
have spcMTted on the subjects^ and in the man- 
ner of Anacreon* Bernardo Tasso first intro- 
duced the metre^ which was afterwards po- 
lished and enriched by Chabrieraand others f. 
If we may judge by the references of De- 
gen, the German language abounds in Ana- 
creontic imitations : and Hagedorn % is pne 

* From Apgerianos, Prior bas taken l^is most elegant 
mythological subjects. 

t See Crescimbeni, Historia della Volg. Poes. 

I L'aimable Hagedorn vaot qnelqnefois Anacreon. 
Doraty Id^e de la Poesie Aliemande. 
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among many who have assumed him as a 
model. ]^ Farre, Chaulieu^ and the other 
light poets of France, have professed too to 
cultivate the muse of T6os ; but they have 
attained all her negligence with little of the 
grace that embellishes it. In the delicate 
bard of Schiras * we find the kindred spirit of 
Anacreon : some of his gazelles, or songs, 
possess all the character of our poet. 

We come now to a retrospect of the edi- 
tions of Anacreon. To Henry Stephen we 
are indebted for having first recovered hb 
remains from the obscurity in which they had 
reposed for so many ages. He found the 

* See Toderini on the learning of the Tnrks, as 
translated by de Conrnard. Prince Cantemir has made 
the Russians acqaaiuted with Anacreon. See his Life, 
prc6s.ed to a translation of bis Satires, by the Abb^ de 
Ooasco. 
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flevendi ode^ rs we are told, on the cover of 
an old book^ and communicated it to Victo- 
rius, who mentions the circumstance in his 
" Various Readings." Stephen was then very 
young; and this discovery was considered by 
some critics of that day as a literary imposi- 
tion*. In 1554, however, he gave Anacreon 
to the world ty accompanied with annotations 



* Robertellas, in his work '' De Ratione corrigendi,** 
proDOunces these verses to be the triflings of some insipid 
Gnecist. 

t Ronsard commemorates this event : 

Je vay boire a Henrie Etienne 

Qai des enfers noas a renda, 

Da vieil Anacreon perdn, 

La douce l^re Teienne. — Ode xv. book 5. 

I fill the bowl to Stephen's name, 
Who retcoed from the gloom of night 

The Teian bard of festive fame, 
And brought his living lyre to light 
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and a Latin version of the greater part of 
the odes. Tbe learned still hesitated to re-r 
ceive them as the relics of the Teian hardi 
and suspected them to be the fahricatioa of 
some monks of the sixteenth century. This 
Yfiia an idea from which the classic muse 
recoiled; and the Vatican manuscript, con- 
sulted by Scaliger and Salmasius, confirmed 
the antiquity of most of the poems. A very 
inaccurate copy of this MS. was taken by 
Isaac Vossius, and this is the authority which 
Barnes has followed in his collation ; accord- 
ingly he misrepresents almost as often as he 
quotes; and the subsequent editors, relying 
upon him, have spoken of the manuscript 
with not less confideqce than ignorance. The 
literary world has at length been gratified 
with this curious memorial pf the poet, by 
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the industry of the Abb6 Spaletti, Yfiho, in 
i781, published at Rome a fac^simile of Ike 
pages of the Vatican manuscript^ which con- 
tained the odes of Anacreon*. 

Monsieur Gail, has given a catalogue of all 
the editions and translations of Anacreoo. I 
find their number to be much greater than 
I could possibly have had an opportunity of 
consulting. I shall therefore content myself 
with enumerating those editions only which I 
have been able to collect; they are very 
few, but I believe they are the most impor- 
tant. 

The edition by Henry Stephen, 1554, at 

* This manoscript, which Spaletti thinks as old as the 
tenth century, was brought from the Palatine into the 
Vaticao libiafy; it is a kind of anthology of Greek 
efNgrams ; and in the 676ih page of it are found the 

ftftttufJitcc cvfAnnxntnui of Anacreoo. 
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Paris — ^the Latin version is by Colomesius 
attributed to John Dorat*. 

The old French translations, by Ronsard 
and Belleau — the former published in 1555, 
the latter in 1556. It appears that Henry 
Stephen communicated his manuscript of Ana- 
creon to Ronsard before he published it, by 
a note of Muretus upon one of the sonnets 
of that poetf. 

The edition by Le Fevre, 1660. 

* '< Le m^me (M. Vossiiis) m'a dit qu'il avoit po8sed6 
un Anacreon, on Scaiiger avoit marqa^ de sa main, 
qn* Henri Etienue n'etoit pas Tauteiir de la version Latine 
des odes de ce poete, mais Jean Dorat.*' Panlus Colo- 
mesias, Particularit^s. 

Colomesius, however, seems to have relied too impli- 
citly on Vossius — almost all these Particular! t^s begin 
with " M. Vossius m'a dit." 

t '* La fiction de ce sonnet comme Taatenr m6me m'a 
dit, est priate d*nne ode d' Anacreon, encore non imprim^, 
qn'il a depais tradait m fMf ^tkn x«^^*" 
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The edition by Madame Dacier, 1681^ with 
a prose translation*. 

The edition by Longepierre, 1684, with a 
translation in verse. 

The edition by Baxter; London, 1695. 

A French translation by la Fosse^ 1704. 

" L'Histoire des Odes d'Anacreon," by 
Monsieur Gagon ; Rotterdam, 1712. 

A translation in English verse, by several 
hands, 1713, in which the odes by Cowley are 
inserted. 

The edition by Barnes; London, 1721. 

The edition by Dr. Trapp, 1733, with a 
Latin version in elegiac metre. 

A translation in English verse, by John Ad- 
dison, 1735. 

* The author of Noavelles de la Repub. dt» Lett, 
praises this translation very liberally. I have always 
thought it vague and spiritless. 
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A collectioii of Italkw tranglationf of Ana- 
creoD, published at Venice, 17S6, -coamling 
of tfiose by Corakii, Segnier*, Salviiii, Mar- 
chettiy and one by several anooynoui autkorst* 

A translation in Eoglish verse, by Fawlces 
and Doctor Broome^ 1760);. 

Another, anonymous, 1768. 

The edition by Spaktti, at Rome, 1781; 
mik the fac-Mole of the Vatican MS. 



* The notes of Regirier arc not inserted in this edi- 
tion; they must be interesting, as they were for the most 
part <>mniuuiiicalled Iby the ingeni^M Menage, «iii>, we 
may perceii^ bestowed «ome -veseanch on the subject by 
a passage in the Menagiana — << C'est anssiliii (M. Bigot) 
qni s'est donn^ la peine de cmrferer des aoanMiBcritB en 
Italie dans le terns qne Je tiavaillois sur Anacreon.*' 
menagiana, seconde parti e. 

t I 6nd in Haym*s Notizia de' Librt rari, an Italian 
translation mentioned, by Cappone in Venice, 1670. 

4 Tbia is the laost complete of the English trans- 
lations. 
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The edition by Degen, 1786^ who published 
also a Germau translation of Anacreon, es- 
teemed the best. 

A translation in English verse, by Urqu- 

hart, 1787. 

The edition by Citoyen Gail, at Paris, seventh 
year, 1799> with a prose translation. 
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ODE I. 

I SAW tbe smiliDg bard of pleasure, 
The Dunstrel of the Teian measure ; 
T was in a vision of the nighty 
He beam'd upon my wondering sight ; 

This ode is the first of the aeries in the Vatican luann- 
•cript, which attribates it to no other poet than Anacreon. 
They who assert that the roannscript impntes it to Basi- 
Hos, have been misled by the words T« eatrm HaaOunms in 
the margin, which are merely intended as a title to the 
following ode* Whether it be the prodactiou of Ana- 
creon or not, it has all the features of ancient simplicity, 
and is a beaotifal imitation of the poet's happiest man- 
ner. 

VOL. I. D 
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I heard his voice, and warmly prest 
The dear enthusiast to my breast. 
His tresses wore a silvery dye, 
But beauty sparkled in his eye ; 
Sparkled in his eyes of fire, 
Through the mist of soft desire. 

I^parkled in hia eyes qffire, 

Through the midst qfsqft desire.'] '* How conld he know 
at the first look (says Baxter) that the poet was ^lUvfot ?*' 
There are surely many tell-tales of this propensity ; and 
the following are the indices, which the physiognomist 
gives, describing a disposition perhaps not nnlike that of 
Anacreon : O^OoX/moi xXu^o/Mvoiy KVfMuvorrts u etvrotfy us 
tf^poSi(nat xati furaOiiflty c<rror)yr«i. iirc Sc aSixoi, vrc xaxiip70i, 
»Tf ^vatm pavx-ns, m afMuiou Adamantius. '' The eyes 
that are humid and fluctuating show a propensity to 
pleasure and love; they bespeak too a mind of integrity 
and beneficence, a generosity of disposition, and a genius 
for poetry." 

Baptista Porta tells ns some strange opinions of the 
ancient physiognomists on this subject, their reasons for 
which were cnrions, and perhaps not altogether fimcifnl. 
Vide Physiognom. Johan. Baptist. Portae. 
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His lip exhal'd, whene'er he sigh'di 

The fragrance of the racy tide ; 

And, as with weak and reeling feet» 

He came my cordial kiss to meet, 

An infant, of the Cyprian band, 

Guided him on with tender hand. 

Quick from his glowing brows he drew 

His braid, of many a wanton hue ; 

I took the braid of wanton twine. 

It breath'd of him and blush'd with wine ! 

/ took the braid of wanton iwine^ 

It breath'd qf him, Sfc] Philostratas has the same 
thonght in one of bis EpuriKU, where he speaks of the 
|i;arland which he had sent to his mistress. £i ^t ^uxu n 

/Mvoy axxa nM <rm. ** If thou art inclined to gratify thy 
lover, send him back the remains of the garland, no 
longer breathing of roses only, bat of thee !" Which 
pretty conceit is borrowed (as the author of the Observer 
remarks) in a well-known little song of Ben Jonson*s. 
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I hung it o'er my thoughtless brow, 
And ah ! I feel its magic now ! 
I feel that even his garland's touch ! 
Can make the bosom love too much ! 

*^ But tbou thereon did^t only breathe, 

And sent it back to me ; 
Since wbeti it looks and smells, I swear, 

Not of itself, but thee !" 

And ah! I feel its magic notr/] This idea, as Li 
pierre remarks, is in an epigram of the seventh bo( 
the Antholo£;ia. 

^J^OTt fAOt vtyovri avvi^ettKToL Xa^ixXw 

Tlvg oXoov havTtt /LU. 

While I nnconscioas qaafTd my wine, 
'T was then thy fingers slyly stole 

Upon my brow that wreath of thine, 
Which since has maddened all my sonl ! 
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ODE II. 

Give me the harp of epic song, 
Which Homer's finger thrill'd along ; 
But tear away the sanguine string, 
For war is not the theme I sing. 
Proclaim the laws of festal rite, 
I 'm monarch of the board to-night ; 
And all around shall brim as high, 
And quaff the tide as deep as I ! 
And when the cluster's mellowing dews 
Their warm, enchanting balm infuse. 

Proclaim the laws qf festal rite,"] The aocients pre- 
scribed certain laws of drinking at their festivals, for an 
account of which see the commentaton*.. Anacreon 
here acts the symposiarch, or master of the festival. I 
have transited according to those who consider xo^rixxa 
Aw/iMnr as an inversion of Qw/ah: xtMnUvy. 
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Our feet shall catch th' elastic bound, 
And reel us through the dance's round. 
Oh Bacchus ! we shall sing to thee. 
In wild but sweet ebriety ! 
And flash around such sparks of thought, 
As Bacchus could alone have taught ! 
Then give the harp of epic song, 
Which Homer's finger thrill'd along ; 
But tear away the sanguine string, 
For war is not the theme I sing ! 
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ODE III. 

Listen to the Muse's lyre, 
Master of the pencil's fire ! 
Sketch'd in painting's bold display, 
Many a city first pourtray ; 
Many a city, revelling free, 
Warm with loose festivity. 
Picture then a rosy train, 
Bacchants straying o'er the plain ; 
Piping, as they roam along, 
Roundelay or shepherd-song. 

Monsieur La Fosse has thought proper to lengthen this 
poem by considerable interpolations of bis own, which 
be thinks are indispensably necessary to the completion 
of the description. 
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Paint me next^ if painting may 
Such a theme as this pourtray, 
All the happy heaven of love, 
These elect of Cupid prove. 
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ODE IV. 

Vulcan f hear your glorious task; 
I do not from your labours ask 
In gorgeous panoply to shine, 
For war was ne'er a sport of mine. 
No — let me have a silver bowl, 
Where I may cradle all my soul ; 
But let not o'er its simple frame 
Your mimic constellations flame ; 
Nor grave upon the swelling side, 
Grion, scowling o'er the tide. 
I care not for the glitt'ring wane. 
Nor yet the weeping sister train. 



This is the ode which Anlos Gellins tells us was per- 
formed by minstrels at an eotertainmeot where he was 
present. 
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But oh ! let vines luxuriant roll 
Their blushing tendrils round the bowl. 
While many a rose-lipp'd bacchant maid 
Is culling clusters in their shade. 
Let sylvan gods^ in antic shapes, 
Wildly press the gushing grapes ; 



While numy a rase-lipp^d bacchant moid, ^c] I have 
given this according to the Vatican mannscript, in which 
the ode conclades with the following lines, not inserted 
accurately in any of the editions : 

IToiTlffOy UfA^tXtlt fA.01 

Ktfi ^rpvat xOT* avruf 

IToiei Si Xttvoy oivBy 
AnvoCfltrdif tttrwraSf 
T«f 9aTvp¥S TfXawrtff, 
KflM xpvayt rut tpuratf 
Ktfi Ku!^fp)y tftXucaVf 
*OfAM xaXm At>«l«, 

'£^«mat K* 'Afpo3irt)v. 
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And flights of loves^ in wanton ringlets, 
Flit around on golden winglets ; 
While Venus, to her mystic bower, 
Beckons the rosy vintage-Power. 
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ODE V. 

Grave me a cup with brilliant grace, 
Deep as the rich and holy vase, 
Which on the shrine of Spring reposes. 
When shepherds hail that hour of roses. 
Grave it with themes of chaste design, 
Form'd for a heavenly bowl like mine. 
Display not there the barbarous rites. 
In which religious zeal delights ; 
Nor any tale of tragic fate. 
Which history trembles to relate ! 

Degen thinks that this ode is a more modern imitatic 
of the preceding. There is a poem by Cslins Calca 
ninns, in the manner of both, where he gives instructioi 
about the making of a ring. 

Toruabis annnhim mihi 

£t fabre, et apte, et commode, <&r. &c. 
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No — cull thy fancies from above, 
Themes of heav'n and themes of love. 
Let Bacchus, Jove's ambrosial boy. 
Distil the grape in drops of joy, 
And while he smiles at every tear, 
Let warm-ey'd Venus, dancing near. 
With spirits of the genial bed. 
The dewy herbage deftly tread. 
Let Love be there, without his arms. 
In timid nakedness of charms,* 
And all the Graces, link'd with Love, 
Blushing through the shadowy grove ; 

Lei Love be there, without hU arms, Sfc'] Thus Sanna- 
zaro in the eclogue of Gallicio nell' Arcadia: 
Vegnan li vaghi Amori 
Seuza fiammelle, o strah', 
Scherzaodo iusieme pargoletti e nndi. 

Fluttering on the busy wiopr, 

A train of naked Cupids came, 
Sporting round in harmless ring, 

Without a dart, without a flame. 
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While rosy boys disporting round, 
In circlets trip the velvet ground ; 
But ah ! if there Apollo toys, 
I tremble for ray rosy boys ! 

And thus in the Pervigiliam Veneris : 

Ite nymphae, posuit arma, feriatus est amor. 

Love is disarmed — ye nymphs, in safety stray. 
Your bosoms now may boast a holiday ! 

But ah! if there Apollo toys, 
I tremble for my rosy hoys 1} An allusion to tlie i 
that ApoUo had killed his beloved boy Hyacinth, y 
playing with him at quoits. << This (says M. La F 
is assuredly the sense of the text, and it cannot ado 
any other. 

The Italian translators, to save themselves the tr< 
of a note, have taken the liberty of making Ana< 
explain this fable. Thus Salvini, the most literal ol 
of them : 

Ma con lor non gioochi Apollo ; 

Che in fiero risco 

Col duro disco 

A Giacinto fiaccd ill coUo. 
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ODE VI. 

As late I sought the spangled bowers^ 
To cull a wreath of matin flowers, 
Where many an early rose was weeping, 
I found the urchin Cupid sleeping. 

The Vatican MS. prononnces tliis beantiful fiction to 
be the genaine offspring of Anacreon. It has all the 
features of the parent : 

et facile insciis 
Noscitetar ab omnibus. 

The commentators, however, have attributed it to 
Jalian, a royal poet. 

Where many an early rose was weeping, 
I/ound the urchin Cupid sleeping."] This idea is prettily 
imitated in the following epigram by Andreas Naugeriiis: 

Florentes dum forte vagans mea Hyella per hortos 

Tezit odoratis lilia cana rosis, 
Ecce rosas inter latitantem invenit amorem 

Et simol annexis floribus implicuit. 



/ 
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I caught the boy^ a goblet's tide 
Was richly mantling by my side, 

Luctator primo, et contra nitentibns alU 

Indomitos tentat solvere vincta pner, 
Mox ubi lacteolas et dignas inatre papillas 

Vidit ct ora ipsos nata movere Dcos. 
Impositosqne comse ambrosios at sentit odores 

Qaosque legit diti messe beatns Arabs; 
'* I (dixit) mea, quaere novum tibi mater amorem, 

** Imperio sedes haec erit apta meo." 

As fair Hyella, tlirough the bloomy grove, 

A wreath of many mingled flow'rets wove, 

Within a rose a sleeping love she foand. 

And in the twisted wreaths the baby bound. 

A while he struggled, and impatient tried 

To break the rosy bonds the virgin tied ; 

But when he saw her bosom's milky swell, 

Her features, where the eye of Jove might dwell ; 

And caught th' ambrosial odours of her hair, 

Rich a& the breathings of Arabian air ; 

'* Oh ! mother Venus*' (said the raptur'd child, 

By charms, of more than mortal bloom, begnird), 

** Go, seek another boy, thou'st lost thine own, 

'* Hyella's bosom shall be Cupid's throne !" 



^ 
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I caught him by his downy wing. 
And whelm'd him in the racy spring. 
Oh ! then I drank the poison'd bowl. 
And Love now nestles in my soul ! 
Yes, yesy my soul is Cupid's nest, 
I feel him fluttering in my breast. 



This epigram of Naugeriiu is imitated by LodoTico 
Dolce in a poem, bes^nning 

Mentre raccoglie bor uno, hor altro 6ore 
Vicina a un rio di chiare et lacid* onde, 
Lidia, SiC. SiC. 
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ODE VII. 

The women tell me every day 
That all my bloom has past away. 
" Behold," the pretty wantons cry, 
^^ Behold this mirror with a sigh ; 
The locks upon thy brow are few. 
And, like the rest, they're withering too ! 
Whether decline has thinn'd my hair, 
I'm sure I neither know nor care ; 

Albert! has imitated this ode in a poem, begin 

Nisa mi dice e Clori 
Tirsi, ta se' par ^eglio. 

Whether decline has thhin*d my hairy 

Pm sure I neither know nor caref] Henry Stephc 
justly remarks the elegant negligence of expresi 
the original here : 
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But this I know, and this I feel. 
As onward to the tomb I steal, 
That still as death approaches nearer. 
The joys of life are sweeter, dearer; 

E^M }• ras xo/jiMs /jav 
Eir* K^iy, iir* arnxOov 

And Longepierre has adduced from . Catallns, what he 
thinks a similar instance of this simplicity of manner: 

Ipse qnis sit, utram sit, an non sit, id qnoque hescit. 

Longepierre was a good critic ; but perhaps the line 
which he has selected is a specimen of a carelessness not 
▼ery elegant ; at the same time I confess, that none of 
the Latin poets have ever appeared to me so capable of 
imitating the graces of Anacreon as Catallos, if he had 
not allowed a depraved imagination to harry him so often 
into vulgar licentiousness. 

That sHU as death approaehes nearer. 
The Joys qf Itfe are sweeter, dearer ;] Pontanus has a 
very delicate thought upon the subject of old age: 

Quid rides, Matrona? senem quid temnis amantem? 
Quisquis amat, nnllll est conditione, senex. 

E Q, 
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And had I but an hour to live^ 
That little hour to bliss I'd give ! 



Why do you scorn my want of youtb^ 
And with a smile my brow behold ? 

Lady dear ! believe this troth, 
That he who loves cannot be old. 
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ODE VIII. 

I CARE not for the idle state 
Of Persia's king, the rich the great ! 
I envy not the monarch's throne, 
Nor wish the treasur'd gold my own. 

** The German poet Lessio^ has imitated this ode. 
Vol. i. p. 24." Degen. Gail de Editionibas. 

Baxter conjectures that this was written upon the 
occasion of our poet's returning the money to Polycrates, 
according to the anecdote in Stobaeus. 

/ care not for the idle state 

Of Pernd's kingy ifcJ] *' There is a fragment of Archi- 
locns in Plutarch, * De tranqnillitate animi/ which our 
poet has very closely imitated here ; it begins, 

Ov fMt ra Tvjttt m moW^^wm /mXh" Barnes. 
In one of the monkish imitators of Anacreon we 6ud the 
same thought : 

Ti <rot ^i\us 7ivi9dai ; 
&tXus Tvytu, rtt KM rat ; 
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But oh ! be mine the rosy braid^ 
The fervour of my brows to shade; 
Be mine the odours^ richly sighing. 
Amidst my hoary tresses flying. 

Be mine the odours, richly sighing f 

Amidst my hoary tresses flying."] In the original, pkvfotat 
xtfraCf fX*iy uvmvw. On acconnt of this idea of perfaming 
the beard, Coraelius de Pauw pronounces the whole ode 
to be the spurious production of some lascivious monk, 
who was nursing his beard with nngents. But he should 
have known, that this was an ancient eastern custom, 
which, if we may believe Savary, still exists : '* Vous 
voyez, Monsieur (says this traveller), que Tusage antique 
de se parfumer la tdte et la barbe*, c^l^br^ par le pro- 
phete Roi, subsiste encore de nos jours." Lettre 13. 
Savary likewise cites this very ode of Anacreon. Ange- 
rianus has not thought the idea inconsistent -, he has in- 
troduced it in the following lines : 

Haec mihi cura, rosis et cingere tempora myrto, 

£t curas multo delapidare mero. 
Haec mihi cura, comas et barbam tingere succo 

Assyrio et dulces continuare jocos. 

* " Sicat nngucutnm in capite qaod descendit in barbam Aaron. 
Pseaome 133." 
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To-daj I'll haste to quaff my wine, 

As if to-morrow ne'er should shine ; 

But if to-morrow comes, why then — 

m haste to quaff my wine again. 

And thus while all our days are bright, 

Nor time has dimm'd their bloomy light, 

Let us the festal hours beguile 

With mantling cup and cordial smile ; 

And shed from every bowl of wine 

The richest drop on Bacchus' shrine ! 

For Death may come with brow unpleasant, 

May come, when least we wish him present, 

And beckon to the sable shore. 

And grimly bid us — drink no more ! 



This be my care, to twine the rosy wreath. 
And drench my sorrows in the ample bowl ; 

To let my beard th' Assyrian unguent breathe, 
And give a loose to levity of soul! 
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ODE IX. 

I PRAY thee, by the gods above. 
Give me the mighty bowl I love, 
And let me sing, in wild delight, 
" I will — I will be mad to-night !" 
Alcmaeon once, as legends tell, 
Was frenzied by the fiends of hell ; 
Orestes too, with naked tread. 
Frantic pac'd the mountain-head ; 

The poet here b in a frenzy of enjoyment, and it 
indeed, " amabilis insania." 
Faror di poesia, 
Di lascivia, c di yino, 
Triplicato fhrore, 
Bacco, Apollo, et Amore. 

Ritratti del Cavalier Marino. 

• 

This 18, as Scaliger expresses it, 

Insanire dolce 

Et sapidom farere furorem. 
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And why ? a murder'd mother's shade 
Before their conscious fancy play'd. 
But I can ne'er a murderer be. 
The grape alone shall bleed by me ; 
Yet can I rave, in wild delight, 
" I will — I will be mad to-night." 
The son of Jove, in days of yore, 
Imbru'd his hands in youthful gore. 
And brandish'd, with a maniac joy. 
The quiver of th' expiring boy : 
And Ajax, with tremendous shield, 
Infuriate scour'd the guiltless field. 
But, whose hands no quiver hold. 
No weapon but this flask of gold ; 
The trophy of whose frantic hours 
Is but a scatter'd wreath of flowers ; 
Yet, yet can sing with wild delight, 
" I will— I will be mad to-night !" 



I 
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ODE X. 

Tell me how to punish thee^ 
For the mischief done to me f 
SUly swallow ! prating thing. 
Shall I clip that wheeling wing i 

This ode is addressed to a swallow. I find from Degen 
aod from Gail's index, that the German poet Weisse has 
imitated it, Scherz. Lieder. lib. ii. carm. 5 ; that Ramler 
also has imitated it, Lyr. Blamenlese, lib. iv. p. 335 ; and 
some others. See Gail de Editionibus. 

We are referred by Degen to that stupid book, the 
Epistles of Alciphron, tenth epistle, third book ; where 
lophon complains to Eraston of being wakened by the 
crowing of a cock, from his vision of riches. 

Silly swMtw ! prating thing, ^c] The loquacity of 
the swallow was proverbialized j thus Nicostratns : 

Ei TO 9wt)Q»is xau CToXXtf *ai rayjit^ X«Xiiy 
£X«yoyr' cut %/Mn <rttPfoviTtfcn woXw. 
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Or^ as Tereus did of old 
(So the fabled tale is told). 
Shall I tear that tongue away, 
Tongue that utter'd such a lay ? 
How unthinking hast thou been ! 
Long before the dawn was seen, 
When I slumber'd in a dream, 
(Love was the delicious theme !) 
Just when I was nearly blest, 
Ah ! thy matin broke my rest ! 

If 10 prating from morning till night, 

A sign of cor wiidom there be -, 
The swallows are wiser by right, 

For they prattle mach fester than we. 

Off 09 Tereua did of old, tfc*^ Modem poetry has con- 
finned the name of Philomel upon the nightingale ; but 
many very respectable ancients assigned this metamor- 
phose to Progne, and made Philomel the swallow^ as 
Anacreon does here. 
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ODE XI. 



" Tell me, gentle youth, I pray thee, 
What in purchase shall I pay thee 
For tliis little \^'axen toy. 
Image of the Paphian boy ?" 
Thus I said the otlier day, 
To a youth ^ho pass'd my way : 
" Sir," (he answer'd, and the while 
Answer'd all in Doric style,) 



It is difficalt to preserve with any grace the narratii 
simplicity of this ode, and the haniour of the torn wi( 
which it conclndes. I feel that the translation must aj 
pear very vapid, if not ladicroos, to an English reader. 
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" Take it, for a trifle take it ; 

Think not yet that I could make it ; 

Pray, believe it was not I ; 

No— it cost me many a sigh, 

And I can no longer keep 

Little gods, who murder sleep !'* 

" Here, then, here," (I said with joy,) 

" Here is silver for the boy : 

He shall be my bosom guest. 

Idol of my pious breast !" 

Little Love ! thou now art mine. 

Warm me with that torch of thine; 

Make me feel as I have felt, 

Or thy waxen frame shall melt. 



And I can no longer keep 

LUtle godSf who murder sleep f] I have not literally 
rendered the epithet mtyroptxrct ; if it has any meaning 
here, it is one, perhaps, better omitted. 
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I must burn in warm desire^ 
Or thou, my boy, in yonder fire ! 

/ must bum in warm desire^ 

Or thouj my botfy in yonder fire!] Monsieur Loo|^ 
conjectures from this, that, whatever Anacreon 
say, he sometimes felt the inconveniences of old %% 
here solicits from the power of Love a warmth wl: 
could no longer expect from Nature. 



^ 
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ODE XII. 

They tell how Atys, wild with love, 
Roams the mount and haunted grove ; 
Cybele's name he howls around, 
The gloomy blast returns the sound ! 
Oft too by Claros' hallow'd spring, 
The votaries of the laurell'd king 

They tell how Atys^ wild with love, 

Roams the mount and haunted grove ;] There are many 
coBtradictory stories of the loves of Cybele and Atys. 
It is certain that he was mutilated, but whether by his 
own fary, or her jealousy, is a point which authors are 
not agreed upon. 

Cybde'e name he howU around, ^Tc] I have adopted the 
accentuation which Elias Andreas gives to Cybele : 
In raontibus Cybelen 
Magno sonans boata. 

C^ iooby ClaroB* haUow*d spring, SfcJ] This fbontain 
was in a grove, coiMecrated to Apollo, and situated be- 
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Qinff die inspiring:, magic stream^ 

And nve in nild, prophetic dream. 

But Atenzied dreams are not for me, 

Gmt Bacchus is my deity ! 

Full of minhy and full of him, 

\\liile waves of perfume round me swim ; 

While flavourM bowls are fiill supplied, 

And you sit blushii^ by my side, 

I will be mad and raving too — 

Mad, my girt ! with love for you ! 

tween Colophon and Lebedos, in Ionia. The god had 
an oracle there. Scaliger has thas alluded to it in his 
Anacreontica: 

Semcl nt concitns oestro, 

Veloti qui Clarias aqoas, 

Ebibere loquaces, 

Qao pins cannnt, plara volunt. 

WWx ufares ^ petfrnme^ SfcJ] Spaletti has mistaken the 
import of xofM^iif, as applied to the poets mistress: 
^ Mefc fiitigatos amicft." He interprets it, in a sense 
which most want either delicacy or gallantry. 
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ODE XIIL 

I will; I will; the conflict's past, 
And I'll consent to love at last. 
Cupid has long, with smilmg art. 
Invited me to yield my heart ; 
And I have thought that peace of mind 
Should not be for a smile resign'd ; 
And I've repell'd die tender lure, 
And hop'd my heart should sleep secure. 
But, slighted in his boasted charms, 
The angry infant flew to arms ; 
He slung his quiver's golden frame. 
He took his bow, his shafts of flame, 
And proudly summon'd me to yield, 
Or meet him on the martial field. 
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And what did I unthinking do ? 
I took to arms, undaunted too ; 

And what did I unthinking do ? 

I took to amUf undamiodtoof] Longepierre has quoted 
an epigram from the ADthologia, in which the poet as- 
sumes Reason as the armour against Love. 

ilxXtfTfMu wff fpvrc tnfi ftpnotfft XoyurfJMt, 

0yaTOf 3'<xdayarw cvyiXixxrofAat Tty it ^omdoy 
Baxxpv r;^ ri /tcotos wfof ^* Vfto ivMi/xett ;. 

With Reason I cover my breast as a shield. 
And fearlessly meet little Love in the field ; 
Thus fighting his godship, VU ne'er be dismayed, 
But if fiaeehns should ever advance to his aid, 
Alas ! then, unable to combat the two, 
Unfortunate warrior ! what should I do ? 
This idea of the irresxsttbtllty of Cupid and Bacchus 
united, is delicately expressed in an Italian poem, which 
is so very Anacreontic, that I may be pardoned for intro- 
ducing it. Indeed, it is an imitation of our poet's sixth 
ode. 

Lavossi A mo re in qnel viciao fiuroe 
Ove giuro (Pastor) che bevend' io 
Bevei le fiamme, anzi Tistesso Dio, 
C'hor con tliwnlde piinae 
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Assum'd the corslet, shield, and spear, 
And, like Pelides, smil'd at fear. 
Then (hear it, all you powers above !) 
I fought with Love ! I fought with Love ! 

Lascivetto mi scherza a1 cor intorno. 
Ma che sarei 8*10 \o bevessi an giorn^ 
Bacco, Del tuo liqaore ? 
Sarei, pia che non sodo ebro d'Amore. 

The urchin of the bow add qniver 
Was bathing in a neighbouring riter, 
Where, as I drank on yester-eve, 
(Shepherd-youth ! the tale believe), 
'T was not a cooling, crystal draught, 
*T was liquid flame I madly quaffed ; 
For Love was in the rippling tide, 
I felt him to my bosom glide. 
And now the wily, wanton minion 
Plays o*er my heart with restless pinion. 
This was a day of fatal star, 
But were it not more fatal far, 
If, Bacchus, in thy cop of fire, 
I found this fiutt'ring, young desire? 
Then, then indeed my Soul should prove. 
Much more than ever, drunk with love ! 

F 2 
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And now his arrows all were shed — 
And I had just in terrors fled — 
When, heafvh^ an indignant sigh, 
To see me thus unwounded fly, 
Andy having now no other dart. 
He glanc'd himself into my heart! 
My heart — alas the luckless day ! 
Receiv'd the God, and died away. 
Farewell, fieurewell, my faithless shield! 
Thy \oT^ at length is forced to yield. 
Vain, vain, is every outward care. 
My foe's within, and triumphs there. 



And^ 1uari$ig nom no other dart, 
He gkme*d kinuetf into my heart f] Dryden has paro 
this thought in the following extrayagant lines : 

1 'm all o'er Lo?e ; 

Nay, I am Love, Love shot, and shot so fast, 
He shot himself into my breast at last. 
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ODE XIV. 

Count me, on the suminer trees, 
Every leaf that courts the breeze ; 
Count me, on the foamy deep, 
Every wave that smks to sleep ; 

The poet, ia this catalogne of his mistresses, means 
nothing more, than, by a lively hyperbole, (o tell us, that 
his heart, unfettered by any one object, was warm with 
devotion towards the sex in general. Cowley is indebted 
to this ode for the hint of his ballad, called '* The Chro- 
nicle f and the learned Monsieur Menage has imitated 
it in a Greek Anacreontic, which has so much ease and 
spirit, that the reader may not be displeased at seeing 
it here : 

£f axnm ra ^XK», 
AitfAMftM rt votmfy 
El vvHTOs ttfffii traanrct, 
Tlafcuriws rt i^rttfAfiun, 
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^^^^r^CHEov. 



^'•en, wien you i, ' ^ 

^ ""^ "^"npis I love. 



'*'*« ...» £^ 



J^«'' tte foliage of tt 

^el/ the bill-. ** ''»»*. 

""""'» «f tbe flood.; 
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first, of pure Atheniaa maids 
Sporting in their olive shadef^ 
You may reckon just a score, 
Nay, I'ii grant you fifteen more. 

Nomber midnight's starry store. 
And the sands that crowd the shore; 
Then, my Bion, thoa mayst count 
Of my loves the vast amount! 
I've been loving, all my days, 
Many nymphs, in many ways, 
Virgin, widow, maid, and wife — 
I've been doting all my life. 
Naiads, Nereids, nymphs of fountains. 
Goddesses of groves and mountains. 
Fair and sable, great and small. 
Yes— I swear I've lov'd them all ! 
Every passion soon was over, 
I was but the moment's lover; 
Oh! I'm such a roving elf, 
That the Queen of Love herself. 
Though she practis'd all her wiles. 
Rosy blushes, golden smiles. 
All her beauty's proud endeavour 
Could not chain my heart for ever! 
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In the sweet Corinthian grove. 
Where the glowing wantons rove. 
Chains of beauties may be found. 
Chains, by which my heart is bound ; 

Count me, on the summer trees. 

Every leqf, ^c] This figure is called, by the rhi 
cians, ^^mmrov, and is very freqaently made use 
poetry. The amatory writers have exhausted a woi 
imagery by it, to express the infinity of kisses, ¥ 
they require from the lips of their mistresses : in 
Catnllus led the way. 

— Qoam sidera multa, com tacet nox^ 

Fortivos hominnm vident amoresf 

Tarn te basia malta basiare 

Vesano satb, et super Catullo est i 

Quae nee pernumcrare cnriosi 

Possint, nee mala fascinare lingua. Carm. 7. 

As many stellar eyes of light, 
As through the silent waste of night, 
Gazing upon this world of shade. 
Witness some secret youth and maid, 
Who fair as thou, and fond as I, 
In stolen joys enamonr'd lie ! 
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There indeed are girls divine, 
Dangerous to a soul like mine ! 
Many bloom in Lesbos' isle ; 
Many in Ionia smile ^ 

So many kisses, ere I slumber, 

Upon those dew-bright lips I'll namber ; 

So many vermil, honied kisses, 

Envy can never connt our blisses. 

No tongne shall tell the sun, bat mine ; 

No lips shall fascinate, but thine I 

In the sweet C<ninikian grove, 

Where the glowing waxtons rove, 4*^.] Corinth was very 
famous for the beanty and namber of its courtezans. 
Venns was the deity principally worshipped by the peo- 
ple, and prostitntion in her temple was a meritorious act 
of religion. Conformable to this was their constant and 
solemn prayer, that the gods would increase the number 
of their courtezans. We may perceive from the appli- 
cation of the verb MfiyOK^Mir, in Aristophanes, that the 
wantonness of the Corinthians became proverbial. 

There indied are girU dmne, 

Danger&ui to a eoul like tmne /] ** With justice has the 
poet attributed beanty to the women of Greece." Degen. 
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Rhodes a pretty swarm can boast ; 
Caria too contains a host. 
Sum these all---of brown and fair 
You may count two thousand there ! 
What, you gaze ! I pray you, peace ! 
More I'll find before I cease. 
Have I told you all my flames, 
'Mong the amorous Syrian dames f 
Have I numbered every one, 
Glowing under Egypt's sun f 
Or the nymphs, who blushing sweet 
Deck the shrine of Love in Crete ; 
Where the God, with festal play. 
Holds eternal holiday i 



MoDsiear de Pauw, the author of Dissertations npon 
the Greeks, is of a different opinion ; he thinks, that by 
a capricioas partiality of nature, the other aex had all 
the beaoty, and accounts upon this suppotition for a 
?ery sing^bur depravation of instinct among them. 
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Still in clusters, still remain 

Gade's warm, desiring train; ^jir' .'JaN 

Still there lies a myriad more j^ ' . '* Jj 

On the sable India's shore ; ^* . ^ ^^ 

These, and many far removed, 

All are loving— all are lov'd ! 

Gadijfi^s tvarmf deaving tr^m;} TbQ GaditMiMi girls 
were like the Baladieres of India, whose dances are thus 
described by a French author: "Les dansessontpresqae 
tentes des pantomimes d'amonr ; le plan, le dessein, les 
attUodes, les me^qres, les sons et les cadences de ces bal- 
lets, toot respire cette passion et en exprime lea vohipt^s 
^t leg fareors," Historic du Commerce des Enrop. dans 
lea deux Indea« Raynal. 

The mosio of the Gaditanian females bad all the Yolup- 
Uiaa0 character of their dancing, as appears from Mar- 
tial: 

Cantica qai Nili, qnl Gladitana sasarrat. Lib^ iff. 
eptg. 63. 

Lodovico Ariosto had this ode of oor bard in his 
mind, when he wrote his poem ^' De diversis amoribns.*' 
See the Anthologia Italomm. 
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ODE XV. 

Tell me, why, my sweetest dove^ 
Thus your humid pinions move. 
Shedding through the air in showers 
Essence of the balmiest flowers ? 



The dove of ADacreon, bearing a letter from the poet 
to his mistress, is met by a stranger, with whom this 
dialogue is imagined. 

The ancients made use of letter-carrying pigeons, when 
they went any distance from home, as the most certain 
means of conveying intelligence back. That tender do- 
mestic attachment, which attracts this delicate litde 
bird through every danger and difficulty, till it settles in 
its native nest, affords to the elegant author of ** The 
Pleasures of Memory" a fine and interesting exempUfi- 
cation of his subject 

Led by what chart, transports the timid dove 
The wreaths of conquest, or the vows of love? 
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Tell me whither^ whence you rove, 
Tell me all, my sweetest dove. 
Curious stranger! I belong 
To the bard of Teian song; 
With his mandate now I fly 
To the njrmph of azure eye ; 
Ah ! that eye has madden'd many, 
But the poet more than any ! 



See the poem. Daniel Heinsios has a similar sentiment, 
speaking of Doasa, who adopted this method at the seige 
-of Leydeu : 

Quo patriae non tenditamor? Mandata referre 
Postqaam hominem neqniit mittere, misit avem. 

Fatter tetts as, that at the siege of Jemsalem, the Chris- 
tians intercepted a letter, tied to the legs of a dove, in 
which the Persian Emperor promised assistance to the be- 
sieged. See Faller*8 Holy War, cap. t4, book i. 

Ah I that eye has maddeu'd numy, ^c] For rvpavtof, in the 
original, Zeane and Schneider conjectnre that we should 
read rvfosnw, in allnsion to the strong influence which this 
object of his Iotc held over the mind of Polycrates. See 
Degen. 
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Venus, for a hymn of love. 
Warbled in her votive grove> 
('T was in sooth a gentte lay,) 
Gave me to the bard away. 
See me now his faithful minion, 
Thus with softly-gliding pinion, 
To his lovely girl I bear 
Songs of passion through the air. 
Oft he blandly whispers me, 
'' Soon, my bird, 111 set you free." 

VenuSffor a hymn qflove, 

H'arbUd in her votive grove, ifc.'] " This paMage is in- 
valuable, and I do not think that any thing so beaatifbl 
or so delicate has ever been said. What an idea does it 
give of the poetry of the man, from whom Vemis herself, 
the mother of the Graces and the Pleasores, porcbases a 
little hymn with one of her favoarite doves!** Longepierre. 
De Paaw objects to the authenticity of this ode, because 
it makes Auacreon his own panegyrist ; bnt poets have a 
license for praising themselves, which, with some indeed, 
may be considered as comprised under their general pri- 
vilege of fiction. 
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But in vain hell bid me fly, 
I shall serve him till I die. 
Never could my plumes sustain 
Ruffling winds and chilling raiui 
O'er the plains, or in the dell| 
On the mountain's savage swell ; 
Seeking in the desert wood 
Gloomy shelter^ rustic food. 
Now I lead a life of ease^ 
Far from such retreats as these ; 
From Anacreon's hand I eat 
Food delicious^ viands sweet ; 
Flutter o'er his goblet's brim. 
Sip the foamy wine with him. 
Then I dance and wanton round 
To the lyre's beguiling sound ; 
Or with gently-fanning wings 
Shade the minstrel while he sings : 
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On his harp then sink in slumbers. 
Dreaming still of dulcet numbers ! 
Thb is all — away — away — 
You have made me waste the day. 
How I've chatter'd ! prating crow 
Never yet did chatter so. 
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ODE XVI. 

Thou, whose soft and rosy hues 
Mimic form and soul infuse ; 
Best of painters ! come portray 
The lovely maid that's far away. 

This ode and the next may be called cotnpanion-pic- 
tares ; they are highly finished, and give ns an excellent 
idea of the taste of the ancients in beanty. Franciscns 
Junius quotes them in his third book ** De Pictnra Ve- 
terum.** 

This ode has been imitated by Ronsard, Giuliano 60- 
selini, &c, &c. Scaliger alludes to it thus in his Anacre- 
ontica : 

Olim lepore blando, 

Litis versibns 

Candidns Anacreon 

Quam pingeret Amicus 

Descripsit Venerem snam. 

The Teian bard, of former days, 
Attnn'd his sweet descriptive lays. 
And taught the painter's hand to trace 
His fair beloved's every grace ! 

VOL. I. G 
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Far away, my soul ! thou art^ 
But I've thy beauties all by heart. 
Paint her jetty ringlets straying. 
Silky twine in tendrils playing ; 

In the dialogue of Caspar Barlaens, entitled *' An for- 
mosa sit dncenda," the reader will find many corioos 
ideas and descriptions of beanty. 

Thou, whose sqft and rosy hues 

Mimic fonn and soul infuse ;] I have followed the read- 
ing of the Vatican MS. ^ rts. Painting is called '' the 
rosy art," either in reference to colonring, or as ;ui indr- 
fiuite epithet of excellence, from the association of 
beauty with that flower. Salvini has adopted this read- 
ing in his literal translation : 

Delia rosea arte signore. 

The lorely maid that's/or omiy.] If the portrait of this 
beauty be not merely ideal, the omission of her name is 
much to be regretted. Meleager, in an epigram on Ana- 
creon, mentions *' the golden Eorypyle" as his mistress. 

Paini her jetty ringlets straying. 

Silky twine in tendrils playing ;] The ancients have 
been yery enthusiastic in their praises of hair. Apnleins, 
in the second book of bis Milesiacs, says, that Venus 



^ 
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And, if painting hath the skill 
To make the balmy spice distil^ 



herself, if she were bald, though snrronnded by the Graces 
and the Loves, coold not be pleasing even to her husband 
Volcan. 

Stesichoras gi^ve the epithet xaxxirxoxtf/AOf to the Graces, 
and Simonides bestowed the same npon the Moses. See 
Hadrian Jnnius's Dissertation npon Hair. 

To this passage of oar poet, Selden alluded in a note 
on the Polyolbion of Drayton, song the second, where 
observing, that the epithet ''black-haired" was given 
by some of the ancients to the goddess Isis, he says, 
" Nor will I swear, bat that Anacreon (a man very jadi- 
cioQS in the provoking motives of wanton love), intend- 
ing to bestow on his sweet mistress that one of the titles 
of woman's special ornament, well-haired (iMrxxi«x«xa/MOf), 
thought of this when he gave his painter direction to 
make her black-haired." 

Andf if painting haih the skill 

To make the tpiey balm distU, tfeJ] Thus Philostratiis, 
speaking of a picture : t^Mvm xai roy tv^poaov rm foSwy xat 
^^1 717^4^0011 avr« /Mrra rvtf wrfJuns* *' I admire the dewi- 
ness of these roses, and could say that their very smell 
wa^ painted." 

g2 



100 ODES OF ANACBEON. 

Let every little lock exhale 
A s^ of perfume on the gale. 
W here her tresses' ciirij flow 
Darkles o*er the brow of snow^ 
Let her forehead beam to light^ 
Buniish*d as the ivory br^t. 
Let her eyebrows sweedy rise 
In jetty arches o'er her eyes, 
Gendy in a crescent gliding. 
Just commingling, just dividing. 
But hast thou any sparkles warm, 
The lightning of her eyes to form r 
Let them effuse the azure ray 
With which Minerva's glances play, 
And give them all that liquid fire 
That Venus' languid eyes respire. 

Jnd gwe them aU that liquid fire 
That VemW languid eyes resj^reJ] Marchetti explaii;s 
tlms the ^foy of the original : 
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O'er her nose and cheek be shed 
Flushing white and mellow'd red ; 
Gradual tints, as when there glows 
In snowy milk the bashful rose. 

Dipingili umidetti 
Tremuli e hiscivettiy 
Quai gli ha Ciprigna I'alma Dea d'Amore. 
Tasso has painted in the same manner the eyes of Ar- 
mida, as La Fosse remarks : 

Qual raggio in onda le scintilla un riso 
Negli nmidi occhi tremolo e lascivo. 
Within her humid, melting eyes 
A brilliant ray of laughter lies, 
Soft as the broken solar beam, 
That trembles in the azore stream. 

The mingled expression of dignity and tenderness, 
which Anacreon requires the painter to infose into the 
eyes of his mistress, is more amply described in the sub- 
sequent ode. Both descriptions ace so exquisitely touched, 
that the artist must have been great indeed, if he did not 
yield in painting to the poet. 

Gradual HntSf as when there glows 
In snowy mUk the baaHrful rose."] Thus Propertius, eleg. 3. 
lib. ii. 

Utqne rosae pure lacte natant folia. 
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Then her lip^ so rich in blisses ! 
Sweet petitioner for kisses ! 

And Davenant, in a little poem called '' The Mistress," 
Catch as it falls the Scythian snow, 
Bring blushing roses steep'd in milk. 

Thus too Taygetos : 

Quae lac atqne rosas yincis candore rubenti. 

Thiese last words may perhaps defend the '' flushing 

white/' of the translation. 

Tken her lip, so rich in blisses J 

Sweet petitioner for kisses /] The ^' lip, provoking 
kisses," in the original, is a strong and beautiful expres- 
sion. Achilles Tatius speaks of x"^^ ^Mtxdatxac tfpor ra 
^iXm/Aara, " Lips soft and delicate for kissing.'' A grave 
old commentator, Dionysius Lambinus, in his notes npon 
Lucretius, tells us with all the authority of experience, 
that girls who have large lips kiss infinitely sweeter than 
others ! '^ Suavius viros oscnlantnr pnellae labiosse, qnam 
quae sunt brevibus labris." And ^neas Sylvius, in his 
tedious uninteresting story of the adulterous loves of 
Euryalos and Lncretia, where he particularizes the beau- 
ties of the heroine (in a very false and laboured style of 
latinity), describes her lips as exquisitely adapted for 
biting. " Os parvum decensque, labia corallini coloris 
ad morsum aptissima." Epist. il4. lib. i. 
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Pouting nest of bland persuasion, 
Ripely suing Love's invasion. 
Then beneath the velvet chin, 
Whose dimple shades a love within. 
Mould her neck with grace descending, 
In a heaven of beauty ending ; 
While airy charms, above, below, 
Sport and flutter on its snow. 
Now let a floating, lucid veil. 
Shadow her limbs, but not conceal ; 

Then beneath the velvet chin^ 

Whose dimple shades a love tcithin, Sfc,"] Madame Dacier 
has quoted here two pretty lines of Varro : 

Sigilla in mento impressa Amoris digitulo 
Vestigio demonstrant mollitudinem. 

In her chin is a delicate dimple, 
By the finger of Capid imprest; 

There Softness, bewitcbingly simple. 
Has chosen her innocent nest. 

Now let afloatingf lucid veil, 

Shadow her limbs, but not conceal, ^c] This delicate art 
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A charm may peep^ a hue may beam. 
And leave the rest to Fancy's dream^ 
Enough — 't b she ! 't is all I seek ; 
It glows^ it lives^ it soon will speak ! 



of description, Which leaves imagination to complete the 
picture, has been seldom adopted in the imitations of this 
beautifnl poem. Ronsard is exceptiouably minute ; and 
Politianus, in his charming portrait of a girl, full of rich 
and exquisite diction, has lifted the veil rather toomuch< 
The *' qnesto che tn m* intendi" shoald be always left to 
fancy. 
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ODE XVII. 

And now with all thy pencil's truths 
Portray Bathyllus, lovely youth ! 
Let his hair^ in lapses bright, 
Fall like streaming rays of light ^ 
And there the raven's die confuse 
With the yellow sunbeam's hues. 

The reader, who vrishes to acquire an accurate idea of 
the judgment of the ancients in beanty, will be indulged 
by consulting Junius de Pictura Veterum, ninth chapter, 
third book, where he will find a very curious selection of 
descriptions and epithets of personal perfections -, he com- 
|)ares this ode with a description of Theodoric, king of 
the Goths, in the second epistle, first book of Sidonins 
Apollinaris* 

Let hia Itair, in lapses bright^ 

Fall like streaming rays qf light; t^cJ] He here de- 
scribes the sunny hair, the *' ilava coma,'* which the an- 
cients so much admired. The Romans gave this colour 
artificially to their hair. See Stanisl. Kobienzyck de 
Luxu Romanorum. 



i 



106 ODES OF ANACREON. 

Let not the braid, with artful twine. 
The flowing of his locks confine ; 
But loosen every golden ring, 
To float upon the breeze's wing. 
Beneath the front of polish'd glow, 
Front, as fair as mountain-snow. 
And guileless as the dews of dawn. 
Let the majestic brows be drawn. 

Let not the braidy with artful twinef 8fcJ] If the original 
here, which is particularly beautiful, can adnait of any 
additional value, that value is conferred by Gray's admi- 
ration of it See bis letters to West. 

Some annotators have quoted on this passage the de- 
scription of Photis's hair in Apuleius ; but nothing can be 
more distant from the simplicity of our poet's manner, 
than that affectation of richness which distinguishes the 
style of Apuleius. 

Front f OB/air as mountain-snow, 

And guUdest as the dews of dawn, SfcJ] Torrentius, upon 
the words '* insignem tenui fronte," in the thirty-third ode 
of the first book of Horace, is of opinion that ** tenui" 
bears the meaning of a^axof here ; but he is certainly in- 
correct. 
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Of ebon dies, enrich'd by gold. 
Such as the scaly snakes unfold. 
Mingle in his jetty glances, 
Power that awes, and love that trances ; 

Magk in hit Jetty glaiutt. 

Power thai aaa, and lave that trimcei ; 1^.] Tauo givug 
« limilar diaracter to tbe ejes of Clorinda : 

Lampeggiar gli occhi, e folgonr gli igoardi 
Dolci ne I'ira, 
Her eyes were glowing with a be«Ten1j heat, 
Emaolng fire, and e'eo in anger sweet 1 
The poetess Veronica Cambara ti more diSnie npoD thi* 
variety of cipreision: 

Occhi Inceati e belli 

Come esier pno ch' in un medearno istanle 
Naacao de loi si nove fornie et lanle > 
liet), meati, laperbi, hiimil' altleri 
Vi moBtrate la un ponio, ondi di spemr, 
Et di timor de empiete, &c. Sec. 
Oh! tell me, brightly-beaming e^f, 
Wbence in ;oar little orbit lie 
So nun; difierent traits of fire, 
Expteaiing each ■ new desire. 
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Steal from Venus bland desire. 
Steal from Mars tlie look of fire. 
Blend them in such expression here, 
That we by turns may hope and fear ! 
Now from the sunny apple seek 
The velvet down that spreads his cheek ; 
And there let Beauty's rosy ray 
In flying blushes richly play ; 
Blushes, of that celestial flame 
Which lights the cheek of virgin shame. 
Then for his lips, that ripely gem — 
But let thy mind imagine them ! 

Now with angry scorn you darkle, 
Now with tender anguish sparkle, 
And we who view the various mirror, 
Feel at once both hope and terror. 

Monsieur Chevrean, citing the lines of oor poet, in bis 
critique on the poems Malhcrbe, produces a Latin version 
of them from a manuscript which he had seen, entitled 
'* Joan Falconis Anacrcontici Lusus." 



ODES OF ANACREON. 109 



Paint, where the ruby cell uncloses, 

Persuasion sleeping upon roses ; 

And give his lip that speaking air, 

As if a word was hovering there ! 

His neck of ivory splendour trace, 

Moulded with soft but manly grace ; 

Fair as the neck of Paphia's boy. 

Where Paphia's arms have hung in joy. 

Persuasion sleeping upon roses;] It vras worthy of the 
delicate imaginatioo of the Greeks to deify Persuasion, 
and give her the lips for her throne. We are here re- 
minded of a very interesting fragment of Anacreon, pre- 
served by the scholiast npon Pindar, and supposed to 
belong to a poem redecting with some severity on Simo- 
nides, who wai the first, we are told, that ever made a 
hireling of lii^ muse. 

Nor yet had fair Persuasion shone 
In silver splendours, not her own. 

And gwe his Up tltat speaking air. 

As if a word was hovering there!] In the original xaXtn 
ffttfvn. The mistress of Petrarch ** parla con silentio,** 
which is perhaps the best method of female eloquence. 
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Give him the winged Hermes' hand. 
With which he waves his snaky wand ; 
Let Bacchus then the breast supply. 
And Leda's son the sinewy thigh. 
But oh ! sufFuse his limbs of fire 
With all that glow of young desire, 

Give him the winged Hermes^ hand, ^c] In Shakspeare*ft 
Cymbeline there is a similar method of description : 

this is his hand, 

His foot mercurial, his martial thigh. 
The brawns of Hercules. 

We find it likewise in Hamlet. Longepierre thinks that 
the hands of Mercury are selected by Anacreon, on ac- 
count of the graceful gestures which were supposed to 
characterize the god of eloquence ; bnt Mercury was also 
the patron of thieves, and may perhaps be praised as a 
light'fingered deity. 

But oh f suffuse his limbs qffire 

With all that glow qf young desire, S^eJ] I have taken 
the liberty here of somewhat veiling the original. Ma- 
dame Dacier, in her translation, has hung ont lights (as 
Sterne would call it) at this passage. It is very much to 
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Vl^hich kindles^ when the wishful sigh 

Steals from the hearty uDConscious why. 

Thy pencil^ though divinely bright^ 

Is envious of the eye's delight^ 
Or its enamour'd touch would show 
His shoulder, fair as sunless snow. 
Which now in veiling shadow lies, 
Remov'd from all but Fancy's eyes. 
Now, for his feet — but hold — forbear — 
I see a godlike portrait there ; 

be regretted, that tliis substitation of asterisks has been 
so much adopted in the popular interpretations of the 
Classics ; it serves bnt to bring whatever is exceptionable 
into notice, ** claramqae facem praeferre padendis." 

But hold-— forbear — 
I see agodlike portrait there/] This is very spirited) bnt 
it requires explanation. While the artist is pursuing the 
portrait of Bathyllas, Anacreon, v?e must suppose, turns 
round and sees a picture of Apollo, which was intended 
for an altar at Samos ; he instantly tells the painter to 
cease bis work ; that this picture will serve for Bathylhis; 
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So like Bathyllus ! — sure there's none 
So like Bathyllus but the Sun I 
Oh ! let this pictur'd god be mine. 
And keep the boy for Samos' shrine ; 
Phoebus shall then Bathyllus be, 
Bathyllus then the deity ! 



and that, when he goes to Samos, he may make an Apollo 
of the portrait of the boy which he had begno. 

** Bathyllus (says Madame Dacier) could not be more 
elegantly praised, and this one passage does him more 
honoor than the statue, however beautiful it might be, 
which Polycrates raised to him." 
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ODE XVIIT. 

I 

Now the star of day is high, 
Fly, my girls, in pity fly. 
Bring me wine in brimming urns, 
Cool my lip, it burns, it bums ! 
Sunn'd by the meridian fire, 
Panting, languid I expire ! 

An elegant translation of tbis ode may be found in 
'< Raniler*8 Lyr. Blnmenlese, lib. v. p. 403." Degen. 

Bring me witu in hrin^ming uma, ifcJ] Orig. mtiv ti/ui,vfi, 
** The amystis was a method of drinking used among the 
Thracians. Thus Horace, * Threfcift vincat amystideV 
Mad. Dacier, Longepierre, &c &c. 

Parrhasius, in his twenty-sixth epistle (Thesanr. Critic, 
▼ol. i.), explains the amystis as a draught to be exhausted 
withoot drawing breath, ** uno haustn." A note in the 
margin of this epistle of Parrhasins says, ** Politianns 
vestem esse potabat," bot I cannot find where. 

VOL. I. H 
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Give me all those humid flowers^ 
Drop them o'er my brow in showers. 
Scarce a breathing chaplet now 
Lives upon my feverish brow ; 

Give me all those humid flovoers^ ^<^*]« ^y the original 
reading of this line, the poet says, *' Give me the flower 
of wine" — Date floscnlos Lyaei, as it is in the version of 
Elias Andreas; and 

Dch porgetimi del fiore 

Di quel almo e buon liqaore, 
as Regoier has it, who snpports the reading. AvOof would 
undoubtedly bear this application, which is somewhat 
similar to its import in the epigram of Simonides upon 
Sophocles : 

And flos in the Latin is frequently applied in this man- 
ner—thus Cethegos is called by Ennins, Flos inlibatns 
popnli, snadaBqne medulla, *' The immacnlate flower of 
the people, and the yery marrow of persuasion," in those 
verses cited by Anlus Gellins, lib. xii. which Cicero 
praised, and Seneca thought ridiculous. 

But in the passage before ns, if we admit fxeivw, accord- 
ing to Faber's conjecture, the sense is sufficiently clear, 
^nd we need not have recourse to refinements. 
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Every dewy rose I wear 

Sheds its tears^ and whithers there. 



Every dewy rose I wear 

Sheda its tears^ and withers there,'] Tliere are some 
beautiful lines, by Angerianos, upon a garland, which I 
cannot resist quoting here : 

Ante fores madidae sic sic pendete corolte, 

Mane orto imponet CaBlia vos capiti ; 
At qnum per niveam cervicem influxerit humor, 

Dicite, non roris sed pluvia haec lacrimas. 

By Celiacs arbour all the night 
Hang, humid wreath, the lover's vow ; 

And haply, at the morning light. 
My love shall twine thee ronnd her brow. 

Then, if upon her bosom bright 
Some drops of dew shall fall from thee, 

Tell her, they are not drops of night, 
But tears of sorrow shed by me! 

In the. poem of Mr. Sheridan's, <' Uncouth is this 
moM-covered grotto of stone," there is an idea very sin- 
gularly coincident with this of Angerianus, in the stanza 
which begins, 

And thou, stony grot, in thy arch may'st preserve. 

11 2 
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But for yoUy my bunuDg mind ! 
Oh ! what shelter shall I find i 
Can the bowl^ or flowret's dew. 
Cool the flame that scorches you ? 

But for you, my burning mind! ifc,"} The transition fa 
is peculiarly delicate and impassioned ; bnt the conun 
tators have perplexed the sentiment by a Tariety of re 
ings and conjectnres. 
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ODE XIX. 

Here recline you^ gentle maid. 
Sweet is this imbowering shade ; 
Sweet the youngs the modest tress^ 
RuiSed by the kissing breeze ; 

The description of this bower is so natural and ani- 
mated, that vie cannot help feeling a degree of coolness 
and freshness while we read it. Longepierre has quoted 
from the first book of the Anthologia, the following epi« 
gnm, as somewhat resembling this ode : 

E^;^io uen Xflir* i/uMv i^iv virvv, & ro /jaXi^ov 
Tlpos fAaXaxus in^n xexXi^ciyee ^t^vpus* 

HSvy ipy^fMuens vfttot a^u xaXa/uiAis, 

Come, sit by the shadowy pine 
That covers my sylvan retreat ; 

And see bow the branches incline 
The breathing of zephyr to meet. 
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Sweet the little founts that weep, 
Lulling bland the mind to sleep ; 
Hark ! they whisper as they roll, 
Calm persuasion to the soul ; 

See the fountain, that, flowing, diffases 

Aroond me a glittering spray ; 
By its brink, as the traveller muses, 

I sooth him to sleep with my lay ! 

Here recline you, gentle maid, ifcJ] The Vatican MS. 
reads ^aiQvxxs, which renders the whole poem metaphori* 
cat. 8ome commentator suggests the reading of ^aduxxoy, 
which makes a pun upon the name ; a grace that Plato 
iiimself has condescended to in writing of his boy optf . 
See the epigram of this philosopher, which I quote on 
tlie twenty-second ode. 

There is another epigram by this philosopher, presenred 
in Laertius, which turns upon the same word. 

In life thou wert my moruing-star. 
But now tliat death has stol'n thy light, 

Alas ! thou shinest dim and f^r, 
Like the pale beam that weeps at night* 
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:11 me^ tell me, is not this 
I a stilly scene of bliss ? 
lOy my girly would pass it by ? 
rely neither you nor I ! 

ie Veneres Blyenbargicae, under the head of '' alln- 
" we find a number of sach frigid conceits upon 
, selected from the poets of the middle ages. 

>, my g^l, would pasa it by J 
iy neither you nor //] What a finish he gives to 
ctare by the simple exclamation of the original ! 
se delicate tnms he is inimitable; and yet, hear 
French translator says on the passage : " This con- 
1 appeared to me too trifling after snch a descrip- 
lod I thooght proper to add somewhat to the 
tb of the original." 
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ODE XX. 

One day, the Muses twin'd the hands 
Of baby Love, with flow'ry bands ; 
And to celestial Beauty gave 
The captive infant as her slave. 

By this allegory of the Moses making Copid the pii* 
soD^r of Beaaty, Anacreon seems to iosinaate the soften- 
ing inflaence which a cultivation of poetry has over the 
mind, in making it peculiarly susceptible to the impres- 
sions of beauty. 

Though in the following epigram, by the philosopher 
Plato, which is found in the third book of Diogenes Laer- 
ttns, the Muses are made to disavow all the inflaence of 
Love. 

*A Ktnrpi; MsaaiKn. xopec(rnt retv A(ppoZirav 
TifMir' T) roy Epwra ifAfji.it i^orXtao/Mai . 
*Ai Moi9ai crori Kvrpiv. Apu ra T^fAVXa ravTA 
*H^iy H nftrmrat tsto to xgxtdafiof. 
*^ Yield to my gentle power, Parnassian maids;" 

Thus to the Muses spoke the Queen of Charms — 
'* Or Love shall flutter in your classic shades, 
And make your grove the camp of Paphian arms I" 
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His mother comes with many a toy. 
To ransom her beloved boy ; 



*' No,** said the virgind of the tonefnl bower, 
** Wp scorn thine own and all thy urchin's art ; 

Though Mars has trembled at the infant's power, 
His shaft is pointless o'er a Muse's heart !" 

There is a sonnet by Benedetto Onidi, the thought of 
which was suggested by this ode. 

Scherzava dentro all' anree chiome Amore 

Deir alma donna della vita mia : 
£ tanta era il piacer ch' ei ne sentia, 

Che non sapea, n^ volea uscime fore* 

Quando ecco ivi annodar si sente il core, 
SI, cbe per forza ancor convieu che stia : 

Tai lacci alta beltate orditi avia 
Del crespo crin, per farsi etemo onore. 

Onde ofire infin dal ciel degna mercede, 
A cht scioglie il figliuol la bella dea 
Da tanti nodi, in ch' ella stretto il vede. 

Ma ei vtnto a due occhi 1' amie cede : 
Et t' affiitichi indamo, Citereaj 
Che s* altri '1 scioglie, egli a legar si riedc. 
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His mother sues^ but all in vain ! 
lie ne'er will leave his chains again. 



Love, wandering through the golden maze 

Of my beloved's hair, 
Trac'd every lock with fond delays, 

And, doling, lingered there. 

And soon he found 't were vain to 6v, 

His heart was close confined ; 
And every curlet was a tie, 

A chain by Beaaty twin*d. 

Now Venus seeks her boy's release. 

With ransom from above : 
But, Venus! let thy efforts cease, 

For Love's the slave of love. 
And, should we loose his golden chain, 
The prisoner would return again ! 

His mother comeSf with many a toy, 
To ransom her beloved hoy ; ^c] Venus thos proclaiir 
the reward for her fugitive child in the first idyl < 
Moschns : 

O fMnvrets ytpas f f fc, 
Miff9o$ roif TO ^tXai/Mc ro K^vvpi^os nv $ ecyajw in 
Ov tjfV/Avof ro ^(Xa/Afl(, rv $* w fiyc, xcti oXcov Ifiif. 
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Nay, should they take his chains away, 
The little captive still would stay. 
" If this/' he cries, '' a bondage be, 
Who could wish for liberty ?" 

On him, who the haants of my Copid can show, 

A kiss of the tenderest stamp 1*11 bestow ; 

But he, who can bring me the wanderer here, 

Shall havesomething more rapturous, somethingmore dear. 

This ** something more" is the quidquid post oscula dalce 
of Secnndns. 

After this ode, there follow in the Vatican MS. these 
extraordinary lines : 

rify^tfpixoy TO $• /xoi /u,iXos 
T,vyKtpa(Tais rts tyxj^ot 
T(X rpi% roLvrec fjuox ^oxei 
Kj(i i^ioyutf'of (inXOtoy 
K«i rioc^it) xaapa.'/jfQQS 

These lines, which appear to roe to have as little sense 
as metre, are most probably the interpolation of the tran- 
scriber. 
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ODE XXI. 

Observe when mother earth is dry. 
She drinks the droppings of the sky ; 
And then the dewy cordial gives 
To ev'ry thirsty plant that lives. 

The commentators who have endeavoured to throw the 
chains of precision over the spirit of this beaatifbl trifle, 
require too much from Anacreontic philosophy. Mon- 
sienr Gail very wisely thinks that the poet uses the epi- 
thet ^ix«<m, because black earth absorbs moisture more 
quickly than any other; and accordingly he indulges us 
with an experimental disquisition on the subject. See 
Gail's notes. 

One of the Capilupi has imitated this ode, in an epi' 
taph on a drunkard : 

Dum vixi sine fine bibi, sic imbrifer arcus 

Sic tellus pluvias sole pernsta bibit. 
Sic bibit assidne fontes et flnmina Pontns, 

Sic semper sitiens Sol maris hanrit aquas. . 
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The vapours, which at eveniDg weep. 
Are beverage to the swelling deep ; 

Ne te igitnr jactes plas me, Silene, bibisse ; 
£t mihi da victas ta qaoqne, Bacche, maniu. 

Hippolytns CapUnpiis. 

While life was mine, the little honr 

In drioking still anvaried flew ; 
I drank as earth imbibes the shower. 

Or as the rainbow drinks the dew ; 

As ocean quaffs the rivers up, 

Or flushing sun inhales the sea : 
Silenns trembled at my cup. 

And Bacchus was outdone by me ! 

I cannot omit citing those remarkable lines of Shak- 
speare, where the thoughts of the ode before us are pre- 
served with such striking similitude: 

TIMON, ACT IV. 

I'll example yon with thievery. 
The sun's a thief, and with his great attraction 
Robs the vast sea. The moon's an arrant thief. 
And her pale fire she snatches from the sun. 
The sea's a thief, whose liquid surge resolves 
The mounds into salt tears. The earth's a thief. 
That feeds, and breeds by a composture stol'n 
From general excrements. 



i 
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m 

And when the rosy sun appears. 
He drinks the ocean's mbty tears. 
The moon too quaffs her paly stream 
Of lustre, from the solar beam. 
Then, hence with all your sober thinking ! 
Siuce Nature's holy law is drinking ; 
I'll make the laws of nature mine, 
And pledge the universe in wine ! 
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ODE XXII. 

The Phrygian rock, that braves the storm, 
Was once a weeping matron's form ; 
And Progne, hapless, frantic maid, 
Is now a swallow in the shade. 

Ogilvie, in his Essay on the Lyric Poetry of the An- 
cients, in remarking upon the Odes of Anacreon, says, '* In 
some of his pieces there is exnberance and even wiidness 
of imagination -, in that particularly, which is addressed 
to a young girl, where he wishes alternately to be trans- 
formed to a mirror, a coat, a stream, a bracelet, and a 
pair of shoes, for the different purposes which he recites ; 
this is mere sport and wantonness.'' 

It is the wantonness however of a very graceful Muse; 
Indit amabiliter. The compliment of this ode is exqui- 
sitely delicate, and so singular for the period in which 
Anacreon lived, when the scale of love had not yet been 
graduated into all its little progressive refinements, that 
if we were inclined to question the authenticity of the 
poem, we should find a much more plausible argument in 
the features of modern gallantry which it bears, than in 
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Oh ! that a mirror's form were mine, 
To sparkle with that smile divine ; 
And like my heart I then should be. 
Reflecting thee, and only thee ! 

any of those fastidious coiyectares npon which sc 
commentators have presumed so far. Degen thinki 
spnrions, and De Pauw pronounces it to be miserab 
Longepierre and Barnes refer us to several imitationi 
this ode, from which I shall only select an epigram i 
Dionysins : 

£i9* cntfAot ytvofAinf, <rv $f 71 ftt^v^a ttetp' avytts^ 
Zrtidia yvfAvetaeugf xai /j,t vsnorra XecCoif. 

EiOe ^oSoy fittofAW v^ovofPvpoVf o^fot fM X*P^^* 

£idi xpifov yivo/Artv Xevxo;^oy, oppct /m XJ^fviv 
A^etfAivn /cMtXXoy en; ^poriint KOfvns* 

I wish I could like zephyr steal 

To wanton o'er thy mazy vest ; 
And thou wonldst ope thy bosom-veil, 

And take me panting to thy breast ! 
I wish I might a rose-bud grow, 

And thou wouldst cull me from the bower, 
And place me on that breast of snow. 

Where I should bloom, a wintry flower. 
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Or were I, love, the robe which flows 
O'er every cbarm that secret flows. 
In many a lucid fold to awim, 
And cling and grow to every limb ! 



I whh I were the lilj'i Inf, 

T« ftde npon that boiom wann ; 
ncre I shonlJ wither, pale bdiI brier. 
The trapb; uf thy fiurer form I 
Ulow me to add, that Plato bat expreued u ftncirnl 
1 with Id a dUlkb pmerred h; Laerilai ; 
Afifw fWaB|iirt, an; >^(- nh TiMi/MIr 
(>■;»«, ill Bg^Mit ifiL/taaij iii n Sxiru, 



Why doit IhoD ftie npon the iky ? 

OhI that I were that ipangled iphere, 
And every alar ibuald be an eye. 
To wander on thy beaneiei here I 
Apaleina qnotet thU epigram of the dWine philcsopbrr, 
to jnitify hinuelf for bit *ertn on Critia* and Cbarinua. 
See hii Apology, where he alio addneei (he example of 
AnaneoDi " Ferera tamen et alii lalta, et ti vol igno- 
■atli, apad OfMCO* Teiiu qaidam, &e. Sir," 
VOL. [. I 
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Oh ! could I; as the streamlet's wave. 
Thy warmly-piellowing beauties lave. 
Or float as perfume on thiue. hairy 
And breathe my soul in fragrance fliere ! 
I wish I were the zone, that lies 
Warm to thy breast^, and feels its sighs ! 
Or like those envious pearl's that show 
So faintly round that neck of snow, 

/ wi^ I were the 20110, tJutt lies r 

JVarm to thy breaai^ andfeeU its tigkaf] Th\9 mttm wM 
a riband, or band, called by jtbe.Romatfft fascia -and stro- 
pliinm, whicb the women wore for the purpose of re- 
straining the exuberance of the bosom. Vide PoUoc. 
Onomast. Thus martial : 

Fasci& cresceotes domins coropesce papiUas. 

I'lie women of Greece not only wore this zone, bot 
condemned themselves to fasting, and made use of cer- 
tain dnigs and. powders for the same purpose* . To these 
expedients they were compelled, in consequence of their 
inelegant fashion of compressing .the w^st into a very 
narrow compass, which necessarily caused an excessive 
tumidity in the bosom. See Dioscorides, lib. v. 
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Yes, I would be a happy gem, 
Like them to hang, to hde like them. 
What more would thy Anacreon be f 
Oh ! any thing that touches thee. 
\ay, sandals for Aose airy feet — - 
Thus to be press'd by thee were sweet ! 

Nag, maidatt fer fhoai airy fetl^ 
JTuuto bt prtu'd bytkit aen tipeetl] TbeM^iatPbi- 
loitntDS, ID one of bii la*e-letten, has borrowed thin 

•tu tMi it^mtfini HI marmn Ml' ". OU lovaly feill oil «i- 
eelltat betalj' t ob I tticicc bapp; Mid bl^awd •brnld' I 
b^ if yoa woold bat tread od mel" Id Sbalupeare, 

Eomeo dairM Id b« * glove; 

Oh ! that I were a glofe DpOD that haod. 
That I might Liu tbat cbeek I 
Aad, Id bis Paisionate Pilgrim, n[e.meet wllb an idea 
tooKirh^t Ijke that of. tbe thirteenlli Une : 
He, *p]>ii>i! her, bwDc'd in, wherf ai be itoed, 
"O Jove!" quoth ahe, "why was not I a. flood ^'!. 
, In BnilOD^i Anatomy of .Melanoboly, thai whimaical 
ftrrago of. f all well reafling ai waa nefer read," there 
iiavery old tranilatioD of tbii ode, before ie53> "Ei^- 
liihtd by Mr. B. Holiday, in hii Technog. art I , Kene 7." 
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ODE XXIII. 

I OFTEN M^ish this languid lyre. 
This warbler of my soul's desire, 
Could raise the breath of song sublime, 
To men of fame, in former time. 



This ode is first in the series of all the editions, and ii 
thought to be peculiarly designed as an introduction to 
the rest; it however characterizes the genius of the 
Teian bnt very ioadeqoately, as wine, the harden of hii 
lays, is not even mentioned in it. 

cum multo Venerem confundere mero 

Precepit Lyrici Teia Masa senis. Ovid. 

The twenty-sixth Ode, 9v /mv xmjus ra 0dCiw» might, 
with as much propriety, be the harbinger of his songs. 

Bion has expressed the sentiments of the ode before 
us with much simplicity in his fourth idyl. I have given 
it rather paraphrastically ; it has been so frequently 
translated, that I could not otherwise avoid triteness and 
repetition. 
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But when the soaring theme I try, 
Along the chords mj numbers die. 
And whisper, vrith dissolving tone, 
'^ Our sighs are given to love alone ! " 
Indignant at the feeble lay, 
I tore the panting chords away, 
Attun'd them to a nobler swell. 
And struck again the breathing shell; 
In all the glow of epic fire. 
To Hercules I wake the lyre ! 
But still its fainting sighs repeat, 
" The tale of love alone is sweet ! " 

In aU the glow qf epic fire. 

To Hercules I wake the lyre f] Madame Dacier gene- 
lly translates xvpti into a Inte, which I believe is rather 
accnrate. **• D'expliqner la lyre des anciens (says 
onsienr Sorel) par an lath, c'est ignorer la diff(§rence 
i*il y a entre ces deux instrumeus de masiqoe.'' Bibli- 
heqae Frao^oise. 

But gtiU Ua fainting ngha repeat^ 

»* The tale qf love alone is sweet ! "J The word tnrtpmu 
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llien fare thee well, seduetiT^ dream;' ' 
That mad'st me follow Glory's tbeine; 
For thou xtiy lyrie, and thou my hearty 
Shall never more in spirit part ; ' 
And thou the flame shalt feel as well 
As thou the flame shialt sweetly tdl! 

in the original, may imply that kind of musical dialofoe 
practised by the ancients, in which the lyre was made to 
respond to the questions proposed by the singer. This 
was a method which Sappho used, as .we are told by 

Hermogenes : '' orav my hvpav ipw» l^etTtpn xai orat afff} 
atOKfivrvreti'' Xlifi itttn. TofA ^ivr 
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ODE XXIV. 

To all that breathe the airs of heaven, 
Some boon of strength has Nature given. 
When the majestic bull was born^ 
She fenc'd his brow with wreathed horn. 



Henry Stephen has imitated the idea of this ode in the 
following lines of one of bis poems : 

Provida dat cnnctis Natnra animantibus arraa, 

Et saa foeminenm po»sidet arma genus, 
Ungnl&que at defeudit eqanm, atque ut cornua taiirum, 

Armata est formli foemiua pnlchra suft. 

And the same thought occurs in those lines, spoken by 
Corisca in Pastor Fido : 

Cos! noi la bellezza 

Ch 'd vertn noi^tra cosi propria, come 

La forza del leone 

£ ringegno de I'huomo. 
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She arm'd the courser's foot of air, 
And wing'd with speed the panting hare. 
She gave the lion fangs of terror, 
And, on the ocean's crystal mirror, 
Taught the unnumber'd scaly throng 
To trace their liquid path along ; 
While for the umbrage of the grove. 
She plum'd the warbling world of love. 
To man she gave the flame refin'd. 
The spark of heav'n — a thinking mind ! 



The lion boaAts bis savage powers. 
And lordly man bis strengtb of mind ; 

Bot beauty's cbarm is solely ours, 
Peculiar boon, by Heav'n assign'd ! 

^* An elegant explication of the beauties of this ode 
(says Degen) may be found in Grimm en den Anmerkk* 
Veber einige Oden des Anakr.'* 

To man she gave the flame refin'd, 
The spark of heaven — a thinkiMg mind /] In my first at- 
tempt to translate this ode, I bad interpreted ^po^y^^. 
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id had she do surpassing treasure, 
»r thee, oh woman ! child of pleasure ? 
le gave thee beauty — shaft of eyes, 
lat every shaft of war outflies ! 
e gave thee beauty — blush of fire, 
lat bids the flames of war retire ! 



kucter and Barnes, as implying conrage and mili- 
irtne ; but I do not think that the gallantry of the 
iffers by the import which I have now given to it. 
rby need we consider this possession of wisdom at 
ive? and in truth, as the design of Anacreon is to 
te the treasure of beanty, above all the rest which 
e has distributed, it is perhaps even refining upon 
licacy of the compliment, to prefer the radiance of 
i charms to the cold illumination of wisdom and 
ace; and to think that women's eyes are 

the books, the academies, 

m whence doth spring the true Promethean fire. 

gave thee beauty —shqfi qf eyes^ 
ti every shqfi qfwar outflies!] Thus Achilles Tatias: 
o^vnpov TtTfuffKU 0fXiif »ett Sut rw o^dtfX/4AW iif r%9 
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Woman ! be fViir, \ire must adore thee ; 
Smiicy and a world is weak before diee I 

'* Beanty wounds more swiftly than the arrow, and passes 
throngh the eye to the very sonl ; for the eye is the inlet 
to the wouods of love.** 

JVoman ! hefaVy we must adore thee ; 

Smile, and a world is weak htfore thee /] Longepierre's 
remark here is very ingenions: *'The Romans," says he, 
?< were so convinced of the power of beanty, that they 
used a word implying strength in the place of the epithet 
heantifnl. Thus Plantns, act 9, scene 9, BaccUdv- 

Sed Bacchis etiam forti^ tibi visa. 

' Fortis, id est fofmosa/ say Servins and Nonins." 
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• • t 



ODE XXV, 



Once in each revolviog year. 
Gentle bird ! we fiiid thee here. 
When Nature wears her summer-vest, 
Thou com'st to weave thy simple nest ; 
But when the chilling winter lowers, 
Again thou seek'st the genial bowers 
Of Memphis, or the shores of Nile, 
Where sunny hours of verdure smu^. 



This is anotlier ode addressed to the swallow. Alberti 
has imitated both in one poem, beginnmg 



Perch* ie pianga al too canto 
Rondinella impiortuna, &c. 
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And thus thy wing of freedom roves, 
Alas ! unlike the plumed loves. 
That linger in this hapless breast. 
And never, never change their nest ! 

Alas ! unlike the plumed loves. 

That linger in this hapless breast. 

And never, never change their nest /] Thas Love is re- 
presented as a bird, in an epigram cited by Longepierre 
from the Anthologia : 

Am yuoi Swei ^iv cv hs^iv ttp^o; i^«rof, 

OfjitfMt lit atfa isrodoi; ro *jf\VKV iaKpv ^tptu 

H^e isrii xpa^fn yvu^og cytfi rvraos- 
SI mroivoiy fJLti xeu tsor' t^iTrav^at fjt,tv tpwrif 
Qiiax*, etnro^rnnvin 5' i»9 oaoy i<r;gviTf , 

'T is Love that marmars in my breast. 

And makes me shed the secret tear ; 
Nor day nor night my heart has rest, 

For night and day his voice I hear. 

A wonnd within my heart I find, 
And oh! 't is plain where Love has been ; 

For still he leaves a wonnd behind, 
Such as within my heart is seen. 
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Still every year, and all the year, 
A flight of loves engender here ; 
And some their infant plumage try. 
And on a tender winglet fly ; 
While in the shell, impregn'd with fires. 
Cluster a thousand more desires ; 
Some from their tiny prisons peeping. 
And some in formless embryo sleeping;. 
My bosom, like the vernal groves. 
Resounds with little warbling loves ;. 
One urchin imps the other^s feather, 
Then twin-desires they wing together. 
And still as they have learn'd to soar. 
The Wanton babies teem with more. 



Oh bird of Love ! with song so drear, 
Make not my soul the nest of pain ; 

Oh I let the wing which brought thee here, 
In pity waft thee hence again t 
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But is there then no kii^dly art. 
To chase these cupids from my heart? 
No, no ! I fear, alas! I fe^r 
They will for ever nestle herp ! 
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ODE XXVL 

Thy harjp may sing of Troy's alarms, 
Or tell the tale of Theban arms ; 
With other wars my song shall burn. 
For other wounds my harp shall mourn. 
*T was not the crested warrior's dart. 
Which drank the current of my heart ; 
Nor naval arms, nor mailed steed^ 
Have made this vanquish'd bosom bleed ; 
No — from an eye of liquid blue, 
A host of quiver'd cupids flew ; 

** The German poet Uz has imitated this ode. Com- 
pare also Weisse Scherz. Lieder, lib. iii. der Soldat.'* 
Gail, Degen. 

No— from an eye of liquid blue, 

A host of quiver'd cupids flew /] Longepierre has quoted 
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And noMT my heart all bleeding lies 
Beneath this army of the eyes ! 



part of an epigram from the seventh book of the Antho- 
logia, which has a fauicy something like this ; 

Archer Love! thongh slily creeping. 
Well I know where thou dost lie ; 

I saw thee through the curtain peeping, 
That fringes Zenophelia*s eye. 

The poets abound with conceits on the archery of the 
eyes, but few have turned the thought so naturally as 
Anacreon. Ronsard gives to the eyes of his mistress "no 
petit camp d'amours." 
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ODE XXVII. 

We read the flying courser's name 
Upon his side, in marks of flame; 
And; by their turban'd brows alone, 
The warriors of the East are known. 
But in the lover's glowing eyes, 
The inlet to his bosom lies ; 

This ode forms a part of the preceding in the Vatican 
MS. but I have conformed to the editions in translating 
them separately. 

** Compare with this (says Degen) the poem of Ram- 
ler Wahrzeichen der Liebe, in Lyr. Blomenlese, lib. iv. 
p. 313." 

But in the lover's glowing eyes, 

The inlet to his bosom lies ;] << We cannot see into the 
heart," says Madame Dacier. Bat the lover answers — 
II cor ne gii occhi et ne la fronte ho scritto* 

VOL. I. K 
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Through them -we see the small faint ma 
Where Love has dropp'd his burning sps 



Monsieur La Fosse has given the following li 
enlarging on the thought of Anacreon : 

Lorsque je vois un amant, 
II cache en yain son tonrment, 
A le trahir tout conspire, 
Sa langoeury son embarras. 
Tout ce qu'il pent faire on dire, 
IVI^mc ce quUl ne dit pas. 

In vain the lover tries to veil 
The flame vrhich in his bosom lies ; 

His cheeks' confusion tells the tale, 
We read it in his languid eyes : 

And though his words the heart betray. 

His silence speaks e*en more than they. 
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ODE xxvm. 

As in the Lemnian caves of fire, 
The mate of her who nurs'd desire, 
Moulded the glowing steel, to form 
Arrows for Cupid, thrilling warm; 
While Venus every barb imbues 
With droppings of her honeyed dews ; 
And Love (alas ! the victim-heart) 
Tinges with gall the burning dart ; 

This ode is referred to by La Mothe le Vayer, who, I 
believey wa^ the author of that carious little work, called 
<< HexameroD Rnstique." He makes use of this, as well 
as the thirty-fifth, in his ingenious but indelicate expla- 
nation of Homer's Ca?e of the Nymphs. Journee Qna- 
trieme. 

And Love (aUu! the victim-keart) 

Tinges wiih gall the burmng dart ;] Thus Claudian — 

k2 
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Once^ to this Lemnian cave of flame, 
The crested Lord of battles came ; 
*T was from the ranks of war he rush'd, 
His spear with many a life-drop blush'd! 

Labnntar gemini footes, hie dalcin, amanis 
Alter, et infnsis cornimpit mella venenis, 
Unde Capidineas armavit fama sagittas. 

In Cyprus' isle two rippling fountains fall. 
And one with honey flows, and one with gal! ; 
In these, if we may take the tale from fame, 
The son of Venus dips his darts of flame. 

See the ninety-first emblem of Alciatns, on the close 
connexion which subsists between sweets and bitterness. 
Apes ideo pnngunt (says Petronius) quia ubi dnlce, ibi et 
acidum invenies. 

The allegorical description of Cupid's employment, in 
Horace, may vie with this before us in fancy, though not 
in delicacy : 

ferns et Cupido 

Semper ardentes acuens sagittas 
Cote cruent^. 

And Cupid, sharpening all his fiery darts, 
Upon a whetstone stain'd with blood of hearts. 
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He saw the mystic darts, and smil'd 
Derision on the archer-child. 
" And dost thou stnile ?" said little Love ; 
Take this dart, and thou may'st prove, 
That though they pass the breeze^s flight, 
My bolts are not so feathery light.*' 
He took the shaft — and, oh ! thy look. 
Sweet Venus ! when the shaft he took — 
He sigh'd, and felt the urchin's art ; 
He sigh'd, in agony of heart, 
" It is not light — I die with pain ! 
Take — take thy arrow back again." 
" No," said the child, '^ it must not be. 
That little dart was made for thee !" 

SecuDdus has borrowed this, bat has somewhat softened 
the image by the omission of the epithet *' craentfiL." 

Fallor an ardentes acuebat cote sagittas? Eleg. 1. 
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ODE XXIX. 

Yes — loving is a painful thrill^ 
And not to loye more painful still ; 
But surely 't is the worst of pain^ 
To love and not be lov'd again ! 



Yes — loving is a paiiiful thrill^ 

And not to love more paxftful still; ifcJ] MoiiKiear Me- 
nage, in the following Anacreontic, enforces the necessity 
of loving : 

Mtja ^av/tA,a rtn aotZtn 
\tipnm iaXos *Y«tt«, 
^iXiu/Mv u Iraipt, 
^thfwetv 01 (TO^i^eu. 
^iXivm 9tfMOS otrnff 
To Tfxyoy ry ^ot^povurxv, 
£o^iv)f irokTVif a^tntra* 
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:tbD now has fled from earth, 
fire of genius, light of birth, 
heavenljf virtue, can beguile 
I beautif's cheek one fovouring smile. 



IJup )jt/traSit paiitu 



*.)L«-/«. » 'TETTE, 



44Mii> ri UN piMiAsi. 

lis line ia borrowed (torn u) epigram by Alpheot of 

e, I think, m;i lomewben, Umt he i)U the 6r»t 
■oduced thii cpignun to the world. 
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Gold is the woman's only theme, 
Gold is the woman's only dream. 
Oh ! never be that wretch forgiven- 
Forgive him not, indignant heaven ! 



TO PBTER DANIEL HUETT^ 

Thou ! of tnnefal bards the fir^t, 
Thou ! by all the graces nurst ; 
Friend ! each other friend aboye, 
Come with me, and learn to love. 
Loving is a simple lore, 
Graver men have learned before ; 
Nay, the boast of former ages, 
Wisest of the wisest sages, 
Sophroniscus' prudent son, 
Was by love's illusion won. 
Oh ! how heavy life would move. 
If he knew not how to love ! 
Lovc*s a whetstone to the mind ; 
Thus 't is pointed, thus refined. 
When the soul dejected lies, 
Love can waft it to the skies; 
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liose grovelling eyes could first adorci 
'^hose. heart could pant for sordid ore« 
ncie that devoted thirst began^ 
[an has forgot to feel for man ; 
he pulse of social life is dead, 
nd all its fonder feelings fled ! 



When in laognor sleeps the hearty 
Love can wake it with his dart; 
When the mind is dull and dark, 
Lo?e can light it with his spark ! 
Come, oh I come then, let us haste 
All the bliss of love to taste ; 
Let us love both night and day, 
Let us love our lives away ! 
And when hearts, from loving free, 
(If indeed such hearts there be,) 
Frown upon our gentle flame. 
And the sweet delusion blame ; 
This shall be my only curse, 
(Could I, could I wish them worse?) 
May they ne*er the rapture prove, 
Of the smile from lips we love! 
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War too has sullied Nature's charms^ * 
For gold provokes the world to arms ! 
And oh ! the worst of all its art, 
I feel it breaks the lover's heart ! 



ODES OF ANACREON. 153 



fmrn 



ODE XXX- 

*T WAS in an airy dream of night, 
I fancied, that I wing'd my flight 
On pinions fleeter than the wind, 
While little Love, whose feet were twin'd 
(I know not why) with chains of lead, 
Pursued me as I trembling fled ; 
Pursued — and could I e'er have thought ?- 
Swift as the moment I was caught ! 
What does the wanton Fancy mean 
By such a strange, illusive scene ? 



Barnes imagines from this allegory, that onr poet 
married very late in life. I do not perceive any thing in 
tlie ode which seems to allude to matrimony, except it be 
the lead upon the feet of Cnpid -, and I must confess that 
I agree in the opinion of Madame Dacier, in her life of 
the poet, that he was always too fond of pleasure to marry. 
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I fear she whispers to my breast. 
That you, my girl, have stol'n my rest; 
That though my fancy, for a while, 
Has hung on many a woman's smile, 
I soon dissolv'd the passing vow, 
And ne'er was caught by love till now ! 
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ODE XXXI. 

Arm'd with hyacinthine rod, 
(Arms enough for such a god^) 
Cupid bade me wing my pace. 
And try with him the rapid race. 

The design of this little fiction is to intimate, that mncb 
greater pain attends insensibility than can ever result from 
the tenderest impressions of love. Longepierre has 
quoted an ancient epigram (I do not know where he 
found it), which has some similitude to this ode : 

Lecto compositns, vix prima silentia noctis 

Carpebam, et somno luroina victa dabam ; 
Cum me ssevus Amor prensum, sursumque capillis 

Excitat, et lacenim pervigilare jnbet. 
Tu famulus mens, inquit, ames cum mille paellas } 

Solus lo, solus, dure jacere potes? 
Exilio et pedibus nudis, tunicaque soluta, 

Omne iter impedio, nullum iter expedio. 
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O'er the wild torrent, rude and deep, 
By tangled brake and pendent steep, 

Nnnc propero, nunc ire piget; rursamque redire 
Poenitet -, et pador est stare via media. 

Ecce tacent voces hominam, strepitdsque feranim, 
Et volucmm cantus, tarbaqne fida canam. 

Solus ego ex cnnctis paveo somnnmqne tommqae, 
Et seqiior imperium, sseve Cnpido, tamii. 

Upon my coach I lay, at Bight profound, 

My languid eyes in magic slumber bound, 

When Cupid came and snatch'd me from my bed, 

And forc'd me many a weary way to tread. 

<< What ! (said the god) shall you, whose vows are kno' 

Who love so many nymphs, thus sleep alone ?" 

I rise and follow; all the night I stray, 

Unshelter'd, trembling, doubtful of niy way. 

Tracing with naked foot the painfttl track, 

Loth to proceed, yet fearful to go back. 

Yes, at that hour, when Nature seems interred, 

Nor warbling birds, nor lowing fkafks are heard ; 

I, I alone, a fugitive from rest. 

Passion my guide, and madness ih my breast, 

Wander the world around, unknowing where. 

The slave of love, the victim of despair! 
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With weary foot I panting flew, 
My brow was chill with drops of dew. 
And now my soul, exhausted, dying. 
To my lip was faintly flying ; 



My brow was chill with drops of dew,"] I bave followed 
ise who read nif ly l^pm for vtiptv ii^pos ; the former is 
tly aathorized by the MS. which reads im/xy Mfvs, 

ind now my soul, exhausted, dying, 
Vo my lip was faintly flying ; ^c] In the original, he 
8, his heart flew to his nose; bat our manner morena- 
ally transfers it to the lips. Such is the effect that 
to tells us he felt from a kiss, in a distich, quoted by 
[us Oellius : 

Ttjy 4'V;^ny AyaBavat ^<X«y, ea*/ ;^«iXw<y i^x^y. 
Hxdi ffeip T) rXti/Mwy us ^iaQ'nao/ui,evin. 

Whene'er thy nectar'd kiss I sip, 
And drink thy breath, in melting twine, 

My soul then flutters to my lip. 
Ready to fly and mix with thine. 

.ulus Gellins subjoins a paraphrase of this epigram, in 
ch we 6nd many of those mignardises of expression, 
ch mark the effemination of the Latin langtiage. 
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And now I thought the spark had fled^ 
When Cupid hover'd o'er my head. 
And fanning light his breezy plume, 
Recaird me from my languid gloom ; 
Then said, in accents half-reproving, 
" Why hast thou been a foe to loving?'* 



And fanning light his breezy plume. 

Recall' d me/rom nuf languid gloom ;] '< The facility with 
which Cnpid recovers him, signifies that the sweets of love 
make us easily forget aoy solicitudes which he may occa* 
sion." La Fosse. 
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ODE XXXII. 

Strew me a breathing bed of leaves, 
Where lotus with the myrtle weaves ; 
And while in luxury's dream I sink, 
Liet me the balm of Bacchus drink ! 

We here have the poet, in his trne attribatcSy reclining 
npon myrtles, with Cupid for his cnp-bearer. Some in- 
terpreters have rained the pictnre by making Epm the 
name of his slave. None bat Love shoald fill the goblet 
of Anacreon. Sappho has assigned this office to Venns, 
in a fragment. ExOi, Kuvpi, yjfvatuuviit n xvXixtffViv iCpoir 
WfJkiMiJkv^fitVttn ^aldOLivi vtnrag otvo^fiitaci rwrowt rots Iraipotf 
%/Mit 71 xai HOIS' 

Which may be thus paraphrased : 

Hither, Venus ! qaeen of kisses. 
This shall be the night of blisses! 
This the night, to friendship dear. 
Thou shalt be onr Hebe here. 
Fin the golden brimmer high, 
Let it sparkle like thine eye I 
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In this delicious hour of joy. 

Young Love shall be my goblet-boy ; 

Folding his little golden vest, 

With cinctures, round hb snowy breast, 

Himself shall hover by my side, 

And minister the racy tide ! 

Swift as the wheels that kindling roll, 

Our life is hurrying to the goal : 

A scanty dust, to feed the wind. 

Is all the trace 't will le^ve behind. 



Bid the rosy cnrrent gnsh, 
Let it mantle like thy blush ! 
Venus ! hast thou e*er above ! 
Seen a feast so rich in love ? 
Not a sonl that is not mine ! 
Not a soul that is not thine ! 

' * Compa re wi th this ode (says the Gernun commentator) 
the beautiful poem in -Ramler's* Lyr; Blamenlese, lib. iv. 
p. ^96. Amor aU Diener.'* 
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Why do we shed the rose's bloom 
Upon the cold, insensate tomb? 
Can flowery breeze, or odour's breath. 
Affect ihe slumberiog chill of death i 
No, no ; I ask no balm to steep 
With fragrant tears my bed of sleep : 
But now, while every pulse is glowing. 
Now let me breathe the balsam flowing; 
Now let the rose, with blush of fire. 
Upon my brow its scent expire ; 
And bring the nymph with floating eye, 
Oh ! she will teach me how to die ! 
Yes, Cupid ! ere my soul retire, 
To join the blest elysian choir, 
With wine, and love, and Misses dear, 
I'll malce my own elyuum here ! 
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ODE XXXIII. 

'T WAS noon of night, when round the pole 
The sullen Bear is seen to roll ; 
And mortals, wearied with the day, 
Are slumbering all their cares away : 
An infant, at that dreary hour. 
Came weeping to my silent bower. 

Monsieur Bernard, the author of TArt d'aimer, has writ- 
ten a ballet called *^ Les Surprises de I'Amour,'* in nrhich 
the subject of the third entree is Anacreon, and the story 
of this ode suggests one of the scenes. CEuvres de Ber- 
nard. Anac. scene 4th. 

The German annotator refers us here to an imitation by 
Uz, lib. iii. ** Amor und sein Bmder/' and a poem of Kleist 
die Heilung. La Fontaine has translated, or rather imi- 
tated, this ode. 
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And wak'd me with a piteous prayer^ 
To save him from the midnight air ! 
" And who art thou/' I waking cry, 
" That bid'st my blissful visions fly ?'* 
*' O gentle sire ! " the infant said, 
'' In pity take me to thy shed ; 
Nor fear deceit : a lonely child 
I wander o'er the gloomy vnld. 
Chill drops the rain, and not a ray 
Illumes the drear and misty way !" 
I hear the baby's tale of woe ; 
I hear the bitter night-winds blow ; 
And sighing for his piteous fate, 
I trimm'd my lamp and op'd the gate. 



'^ And who art thou** I ufaking cry, 

'* That bid*at my blistful vinous fly?**] Anacreon appears 
to have been a voluptaary even in dreaming, by tbe lively 
regret which he expresses at being distarl>ed from his 
visionary enjoyments. See the odes x. and Jixxvii. 
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*T was Love ! the littlls wandering sprite, 
His pinion sparkled through the night 1 
I knew him by his bow and dart ; 
I knew him by my fluttering heart ! 
I take him in, and fondly raise 
The dying embers' cheering blaze ;• 
Press from his dank and clinging hair 
The crystals of the freezing air, 
And in my hand and bosonor hold 
His little fingers thrilling coM. 
And now the embers* geiiifd ray 
Had warm'd his anxious fears away ; 
" I pray thee," said the wanton cbiM, 
(My bosom trembled aer be smiFd,) 
" I pray thee let me try my bow, 
For through the rain I've wander'd so, 

*T was Late ! the lUtk wandering spritCf SpeJ] Sec 
beautifdl description of Cnpid, by Mosehns, in his 
idyl. 
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That much I fear^ the ceaseless shower 
Has injur'd its elastic power." 
The fatal bow the urchin drew ; 
Swift from the string the arrow flew ; 
Oh ! swift it flew as glancing flame, 
And to my very soul it came ! 
" Fare thee well," I heard him say, 
As laughing wild he wing'd away ; 
" Fare thee well, for now I know 
The rain has not relax'd my bow ; 
It still can send a madd'ning dart. 
As thou shalt own with all thy heart ! " 
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ODE XXXIV. 

Oh thou, of all creation blest. 
Sweet insect ! that delight'st to rest 
Upon the wild wood's leafy tops, 
To drink the dew that morning drops, 



Father Rapin, in a Latin ode addressed to the grass- 
hopper, has preserved some of the thoughts of our author : 

O quae virenti graniinis in toro, 
Cicada, blande sidis, et herbidos 

Saltus oberras, otiosos 

Iiigeniosa ciere cantns. 
Seu forte adultls flonbus incnbas, 
Coeli cadncis ebria fletibus, &c. 

Oh thou, that on the grassy bed 
Which Nature's vernal hand has spread, 
Reclinest soft, and tnn'st thy song, 
The dewy herbs and leaves among I 
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And chirp thy song with such a glee, 
That happiest kings may envy thee 1 
Whatever decks the velvet field, 
Whatever the circling seasons yield, 
Whatever buds, whatever blows, 
For thee it buds, for thee it grows. 
Nor yet art thou the peasant's fear, 
To him thy friendly notes are dear ; 

Whether thou ly'st on springing flowers, 
Drank with the balmy morning-showers, 
Or, &c. 
See what Licetus says aboat grasshoppers, cap* 93. and 
185. 

And chirp thy song with such a glee, ^c] '^ Some au- 
thors have affirmed (says Madame Dacier), that it is only 
male grasshoppers which sing, and that the females are 
silent ; and on this circnmstance is founded a bon-mot o^ 
Xenarchus, the comic poet, who says ttr' iiviy oi nrriyif 
UK iv^at/MinSf &r rcut fwati^tv »}' ^i wr ptimt in ; ^ are not 
the grasshoppers happy in having dumb wives ' i" This 
note is originally Henry Stephen's ; bnt I chose rather to 
make Madame Dacier my authority for it. 
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For thou art mild as-matiii dew. 
And stiU, when summer -s flowery hue 
Begins to paint the bloomy plain. 
We hear thy sweet prophetic strain ; 
Thy sweet prophetic strain we hear. 
And bless die notes and thee revere ! 
The Muses love thy shrilly tone ; 
Apollo calls thee all his own ; 
'T was he who gave that voice to thee, 
'T is he who tunes thy minstrelsy. 

The Mu8e$ Uwe thy shrilly Ume ; ^.] Phile, de Ani- 
mal. Proprietat. calls this insect Vlwtatt ^iXo; , the darliBg 
of the Muses ; and M«7«»y opiy, the bird of thie Abuses ; and 
vtt find Piato conipared for his eloqaence to tlie grass- 
hopper, in the following panning lines of Timon, pre- 
served by Diogenes Laertias : 

Aivdp«4( f^iJofi.cyoi ova lMifi9t/t9«a m9k 
Hus last Kne i» borrowed from Hoaiev'& I&iaul, v» wbert 
there occurs tke verj smbc simUe. 
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Unworn by age's dim decline, 
The fadeless blooms of youth are thine. 
Melodious insect ! child of earth ! 
In wisdom mirthful, wise in mirth ; 
Exempt from every weak decay, 
That withers vulgar frames away ; 
With not a drop of blood to stain 
The current of thy purer vein ; 
So blest an age is pass'd by thee, 
Thou seem'st — a little deity ! 



Mdodima itueetl child of aarikf} Lon^rpierre Im 
quoted the two first lines of an epigram of Aatipaler, 
from the first book of the Aotbolog ia, where he piefers 
the grasshopper to the swan : 

Afi^iiy xvKvtn u<rt fVfmortfo*. 

In dew, that drop» from monringY whig*, 

The gay Crcada stpfing ftoatt ; 
And dMBk whb dew kk vmtin flags 

Sweeter than any cygnet's noCM^ 
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ODE XXXV. 

Ccpio once upon a bed 

Of roses laid hb weary head ; 

Luckless urchin, not to see 

Within the leaves a slumbering bee ! 

Theocritas has imitated this beaatiftil ode in his nine- 
teenth idyl, but is very inferior, I think, to his original, 
in delicacy of point and naivete of expression. Spenser, 
in one of his smaller compositions, has sported more dif- 
Aisely on the same subject. The poem to which I allodei 
begins thus : 

Upon a day, as Love lay sweetly slumbering 
All in his mother's lap ; 
A gentle bee, with his loud trumpet murmariiig. 
About him flew by hap, &c. &c. 

In Almeloveen's collection of epigrams, there is one by 
Lnxorins, correspondent somewhat with the tarn of Ana- 
creon, where Love complains to his mother of being 
wounded by a rose. 
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!e awat'd — with angei' wild 
te awak'd, and atung the child, 
ind piteous are his cries ; 
pus quick he runs, he flies ! 

before oi ia the ver; flower of umplicity. 
□e complaJDioga of the Utile god, and the na- 
mpresaive reSectioni nbicb they draw ft'om 
beantiea of ioiinitable grace. I hope I ibaU 
d for introdociDg another Oreek Anacreontic 
it Menage, not for ila aimililude to the aDlyect 
, bat for some faint Iracea of thi> natural lim- 
lich it appear! to me to have preserved: 

Th mftmn <um» 

<I»Xii /»•, i*vn{, art. 
K-aXn/uni Kopina, 
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** Oh mother ! — I am wouaded through- 
I die with J pain — ^in sooth I do ! 
Stung by some little angry thiag. 
Some serpent on a tiny wing— 

Kmr^ivri Mti-Ko^iyyay 
Aia7ya)^«i me E;(ii<n 
Kai ht ^Xvmvru of v 

As dancing^ o*er the enameli'd plain, 
The flowret of the virgin train, 
My soul's CorinBa4i9htly play'd, 
Young Cupid saw the f^ceftil-inaid ; 
He saw, and in a moment flew. 
And round her neck^his arms be threw ; 
And said, with smHes of infant joy, 
<< Oh ! kiss me, motlier, kiss thy boy !*' 
Unconscious of a mother's name, 
The modest virgin blush'd with shame ! 
And angry Cupid, scaree believing 
That vision could be so deceiving, 
Thus to mistake bis Cyprian dame, 
The little infant Umb'd with shame. 
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A bee it was — for once, I know 
I heard a rustic call it so." 
Thus he spoke, and she the while 
Heard him with a soothing smile ; 
Then said, " My infant, if so much 
Thou feel the little wild-bee's touch, 
How must the heart, ah, Cupid ! be, 
The hapless heart that's stung by thee ! " 

*^ Be not ashamed, my boy," I cried, 
For I was lingering by his side ; 
** Corinna and thy lovely mother, 
Believe me, are so like each other. 
That clearest eyes are oft betray 'd, 
And take thy Venns for the maid." 

Zitto, in his Cappriciosi Pensieri, has translated this 
ode of Anacreon. 

END OF VOL. 1. 




■ f 

V 



C. WhiUinKbam, College House, Chiswick. 



•It 



i 



